
RHODA ESPOSITO 


EMIiyACWfS 


FREDDIE AG WEAR 
AFRO JACK 
IGGYPOP 
GARY OiDMAAf 
EAGULLS 
PERFECT PUSSY 
FIDLAR 

CHANCE THE RAPPER 
KELELA 

LYDIA LOVELESS 
KIDWOLF 

NICA DEL ROSARIO 
KIO PRIEST 
BEA VALERA 


ARM PASCUAL 






PLAYBOY CLUB 

LONDON 


LONDON 

CALLING 


T +44(0)20 7491 8586 


W www.playboyclublondon.com 


(0)20 

;lublor 


14 Old Park Lane 
London WIKI ND 

United Kingdom 







entertain* 


GALA 


STEPHEN 

KING 


JIMMY KIMMEL 


Take a free 30-day trial at: playhoy.com/free30 

i PLAYBOY 

www. iPlayboy. com 


KIM 

KARDASHIAN 


NORMAN 

MAILER 


BILL 

RICHARDSON 


PAUL RUDD 


SEX IN CINEMA 


OY 




cPinqehi& 


EVERY ARTICLE YOU'VE READ 

(and every one you pretended to) 

Access the ultimate stack of Play boys, from the 
first issue to the latest, only on iPlayboy. 
























EDITOR'S NOTE 


MASSIVE BEATS 


H ere's a playlist minus the crossfeed and guaranteed to have only 

the titillating hooks. Our Sex & Music issue tunes in to today's beats 
and voices, eargasm that makes you raise your hand with a happy 
daze. 

Our favourite music critic Rob Tannenbaum sets the mood with Playboy's 
2014 Music Guide and dishes about the music scene's promising artists. 

While he could indulge us with essential lists, he then joins Craig Marks for a 
hilarious recap of songs that unapologetically did away with euphemism and 
cursed away. It's the greatest NSFW lyrics in music history on 20 Greatest Songs 
with Swearing. 

Iggy Pop answers 20Q for a dose of punk-rock only his brand of mayhem 
can provide. Reckless as it is inspiring, he gabs about the decades he spent 
touring and making music, notes hefty for a memoir. We nod our heads for 
the gritty rockstar that he is. Equally inspiring but with a sobriety anchored 
to the love for his craft is the story of our very own Freddie Aguilar. Lauren 
Acurantes talks to Ka Freddie to bring us the back story of enduring anthems 
such as Bayan Ko and Anak. Get a fill of national pride through his song¬ 
writing. Our Man of the Month relishes his 38-year career brandished by what 
he calls "controlled success". 

It took 20 years for rave music to penetrate mainstream. Thanks to a 
generation that is crazy about image and novelty, the seedy underground 
music scene has been rebranded to be massive Electronic Dance Music 
festivals. DJs have become the new rockstars and the trippy crowd is out in the 
sun donning daisies on their heads. Albert Saspa traces the trails of the quick 
emergence of EDM culture in Manila and discusses how and why kids are 
cashing in on international DJ gigs by the month. Do we have celebrity DJs to 
speak of? EDM Manila could very well develop into a brand and may stay lest 


this generation gets too tired of pumping their fists in the air. 

It's a study on attention span and attention currency with Rave New World. 
Rachel R. White stays up all night with a new generation of club kids to find 
out about the resurgence of the original rave scene. Twice the drugs and the 
sex, twice the thirst for exclusivity, abandoned warehouses and lofts in LA to 
NYC fill up with internet celebrities and millenials and their FOMO. 

Just how difficult is it to push buttons on the deck? Dan Hyman takes his 
superstar ambitions to a serious hilt as he explores what it takes to make a 
zippy EDM track. What better way to hone his skills than through Afrojack? 

The Dutch DJ known to produce pop stars shares tips on So You Think You 
Can Deejay. We insist you make this your first DJ handbook. You know, 
superstar DJs do earn $12.5 million dollars a year. 

Sexy is not lost in the mix. Tony Kelly chases Playmates as they cause 
groupie havoc in Backstage Pass. The Roxy Theater will never show anything as 
steamy. If you're still wondering how it is like at the PLAYBOY offices in Beverly 
Hills, International Woman Emily Agnes gives us a scintillating tour. It's an 
office fantasy that can only be best conjured in the PLAYBOY Headquarters. 

Rockstars' babes will never be the usual girl Friday. Asian Beauty Rhoda 
Esposito embodies scorching polarities, while she proudly wears her yin and 
yang tattoo, and shows us edgy laced with sweet provocation. 

It's a welcome pop of neon zing for the cover, perhaps the most playful 
of our covers to date. We obviously gave in to the addicting passion for EDM 
of Miss September Playmate DJ Arra Pascual. Still ecstatic about her gig at the 
Armani Prive Club at the Burj Khalifa, she takes a break from the booth to 
whisk us off to a wild spin. 

The Sex & Music issue gives the best of both worlds. Turn on, tune in, and 
let the heady mix rip. 
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Rene believes that pop 
culture references always 
offer the best anecdotes 
when one tries to be 
profound in conversations. 
But if there is verity to what 
people say about how 
writers spend most of their 
lives writing in solitude for 
the sake of communication, 
then Rene has been 
incarcerated in his cave for 
over 14 years now. Having 
produced written works 
in the environment sector, 
television, and corporate 
marketing, he currently 
heads the editorial staff for 
a leading integrated resort 
in the country by day and 
plays guitars for an indie 
band by night. 


Ken Batino has been 
pursuing a career in the 
fashion industry for five 
years now, but it has 
been been two and a half 
years since Ken and Paris 
Delas Alas started working 
together as a styling 
team. Together, they have 
styled the likes of Yam 
Concepcion and Daiana 
Menezes. In this issue, the 
duo dresses DJ and cover 
girl Arra Pascual in neon 
outfits and denims, all 
to bring out her fun and 
party-loving personality. 


Maria Katrina Mejias 
aka, Katchie, has been 
a professional hair and 
makeup artist for four 
years. She is a guest artist 
with MAC cosmetics, 

NYX, Estee Lauder, and 
Maybelline. She is also a 
part of L'oreal's pool of 
hairstylists. With the goal 
to encounter something 
new every year, Katchie will 
be participating in her first 
bridal fair this September 
and November 2014. She 
tries to keep a balance in 
her makeup and hairstyling 
jobs to get the best of both 
worlds. 


Before finally calling off 
a career in Call Center 
management, Fatima 
dabbled on writing for 
Playboy. Determined to 
reshape her path, she has 
broken away and now 
runs Pacific-wide online 
social media campaigns for 
products targeted towards 
the male audience. She 
now savors her hard work 
and persistence by using 
her free time to share notes 
of her travel, conversations 
with friends, and food and 
wine discoveries for lifestyle 
reading online, including 
relationship conundrums 
for this issue's Women 
Column. 


Albert studied to be a 
physical therapist at the 
University of Santo Tomas. 
After graduating ("Finished 
on time despite my roguish 
status," he said cheekily), 
he trained and worked 
as a flight attendant. He 
quit after two years and is 
now an intern at a men's 
magazine. In his spare time 
he reads books or opens 
his Tinder to check on his 
neighbors. 


Kiran, as Kimberly Chua 
is fondly called, finished 
her professional airbrush 
course at Make Up For Ever 
Academy in Singapore and 
through various training 
courses at prestigious 
academies in Sydney and 
Manila. She is a certified 
hairstylist too, having 
finished her training in 
David's Salon Academy. 

At present, she has been 
conducting various makeup 
and hairstyling workshops 
at her own studio in 
Makati and is an instructor 
for flight attendant 
trainees on their personal 
enhancement course, all 
while pursuing a career as a 
freelance makeup artist. 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 


I really like that you 
published works of fiction 
by our local writers, but 
the Extreme series by Don 
Winslow is such a welcome 
treat. I love that I should 
be able to get back to the 
stories as I browse along. 
I'm not much of a fiction 
or paperback reader but I 
guess as long as I'd have 
to get past the interesting 
pages to get to the fiction 
section then everything's 
fine in my world. I'm 
looking forward to the next 
installment. Thanks for 
choosing to run the story. 
More power! 

Jason,Tech Analyst 


While it's not a surprise 
that Brod Pete is Man of 
the Month and while he 
deserves to be celebrated as 
one of the better comedians 
of our time, I appreciate 
that his story was told 
without fanfare. You may 
say that the feature seems 
like a throwback, but Isko 
Salvador's story is the 
genuine kind that is relevant 
and must be considered. His 
brand of humor is distinctly 
Pinoy, and it still makes me 
feel proud to be one. Kudos 
for sharing your pages for 
exemplary personalities who 
seem to have been shelved 
in the past. 

Carlo, Marketing 
Manager 


I'm not saying that 
PLAYBOY crudely signifies 
machismo, but I just want 
to let you know that a geek 
issue singularly validates the 
geeks' place in that world. 
I'm truly grateful that you 
came up with an issue that's 
dedicated to the people I 
look up to, like Stan Lee 
and Charlie Adlard. It's 
always nice to know how 
things come down before 
comic books hit the shelves, 
and always inspiring to read 
stories about the hard work 
and dedication in keeping a 
career in the arts. The July 
issue is definitely something 
I'd be talking about in 
random conversations for a 
long time. 

William,Entrepreneur 



You've never lost the wondrous tricks up your sleeve, 
PLAYBOY Philippines. I met and fell in love with Akiko Pria 
when she came out as Asian Beauty in last year's October 
issue. Naturally, my jaw dropped when I saw her pictorial 
as Playmate on the recent July issue. Akiko is god-given 
gorgeous, a rare moment because she is both elegant and 
cunningly sexy. Only another pictorial feature of Akiko will 
make me love these Playmate pages less. 

Dave Quijano,26 
Real Estate Executive 
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SPEAK SLOWER I've been called out for speaking too fast whenever I do small talk with 
ladies at a bar. I never knew that I actually did and was told that I have always been. I've 
lost all the guts to talk to women because I feel like I'm that jackass who doesn't stop 
babbling about himself. I don't know how to start again. I might just stutter the next time 
and that would be more embarrassing. Help! 

Jonas 27 
via email 

What has been your success rate on picking up women before your qualms set in? One's 
level of confidence may be said about his or her manner of speaking. Basically one who 
talks fast tries to mask nervousness or risks to be called cocky Speaking too slow bores. 
Read a sentence from the magazine aloud and then pretend that you are speaking to 
someone and say the same line. Repeat the process and notice your pace- the drop and 
rise of your voice and its volume. Practice as you interact with people every day. Find a pace 
that gives an impression that you're sensitive enough to care about how the listener should 
be treated. This tip works on most instances other than trying to wing it in a bar. 


PLAYBOY 

ADVISOR 


ALPHA DOG Is there really 
such a thing as an alpha 
male? No two people say the 
same thing about this and 
it's confusing me. Should I 
strive to be one? How does 
one become the alpha male? 
Thanks! 

Paul 23 
via email 

The term 'alpha male' is 
often applied to guys who 
know how to work a room. 
These are the men who 
show dominance in social 
and professional settings. 

Not to be confused with the 
'douchebag', alpha males 
are the sort who can charm 
the panties off a woman 
with a single smoldering 
gaze. Douchebags charm 
a girl by mimicking sexual 
acts, and calling them 
'baby' off the bat. Do not 
emulate them. If you insist 
on becoming an alpha 
male, we suggest studying 
the profiles of PLAYBOY 
founder Flugh Flefner, actor 
George Clooney, and to some 
extent, celebrity chef Gordon 
Ramsay. But, hey, there's 
nothing wrong with being 
the 'beta male'. Some girls 
like the quiet sort. 

IN THREES I was fine with 
anything before and after 
that first threesome with 
my husband. We've come 
to learn that we can be and 


we are indeed emotionally 
ready to experiment. The 
experience did not harm 
or change the way we 
are with and for each 
other. The second time it 
happened, though, it started 
to bother me. Call it being 
melodramatic and you 
can accuse me for spoiling 
something great, but a 
desire for being desired by 
two people at once has 
been awakened inside me. 

I need to know if this is just 
a passing phase and if I will 
get tired of this extraordinary 
romance. 

Jenna, 28 

via email 

Think around the affirmation 
that you have reached this 
level of sexual confidence 
with your husband, and 
that your relationship with 
him is necessary for you to 
enjoy sex, and experiment 
with most kinds of fetish. 

That he's involved and also 
possibly derives satisfaction 
from this should keep your 
relationship anchored. Flow 
you will enjoy the next few 
trysts, and what you will 
discover to be pleasurable, 
will determine how long you 
want threesomes to go on. 
Get to Dr. Margarita Flolmes' 
Playboy Desk to find out 
more on how you should 
feel about kinks and erotic 
whims. 
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“If there’s a party in the 
penthouse of a tower block, 
90-percent of people, 
or more, will opt for the 
express elevator rather 
than 60 flights of stairs. 
Ecstasy, by increasing 
sensitivity to light, touch 
and, above all, beat, made 
the U.K. and European 
rave explosion, just as a 
more generic cocktail of 
drugs, led by MDMA, is now 
doing for dance music in 
America.” - Dancing Off 
the Ledge, Irvine Welsh on 
America’s EDM Culture 


A Y"/a 

Calvin Harris 

Highest earnings at $46 million 
in 2013, according to Forbes. 
He raked in nightly fees at 
$200,000, including fees 
for having penned songs for 
Rihanna and LMFAO, among 


Testing booths, like that 
by DanceSafe, are set up 
at EDM festivals which 
are held at countries with 
decriminalized drug use. 
They provide a service that 
determines if the drugs one 
purchased are pure and 
reasonably safe. 


Dreamville in 3oom, Selgium 
fi town designed solely for the annual 
7omorrowland ; JW jViusic festival. Jt had an 
estimated 180,000 crowd attendance in 2013. 


f ideology made popular in the early 90's by 
Br- New York DJ Frankie Bones. 


XS NIGHTCLUB IN LAS VEGAS 
MADE MORE THAN *90 MILLION 
IN REVENUE IN 2013, MAKING IT 
THE TOP REVENUE-GROSSING 
NIGHTCLUB IN NORTH AMERICA. 
IT HELD ITS PLACE FOR A 
SECOND CONSECUTIVE YEAR. 

(NIGHTCLUB.COM) 


THEBE APE 15 
BECOBDED MDMA 
OVERDOSE-BELATED 
DEATHS AT MAJOPv 
EDM MUSIC FESTIVALS 
FPOM ALL OVER THE 
GLOBE, THIS YEARSO 
FAR 


The Raver's Manifesto - a 
670-word doctrine that was 
anonymously produced 
is the EDM proclamation 
for P.L.U.R. - peace, love, 
unity, respect. 


Molly is short for molecule. 

Where there's EDM, there's Molly. EDM's drug du jour is a 
capsule with methamphetamine and ground MDMA fillers. 
Dirty Molly, those that have more fillers than meth, has 
been proven to be more dangerous. 


X, Ecstasy, or MDMA causes the 
brain to release serotonin to give a 
feeling of empathy and euphoria. The 
methamphetamine delays exhaustion. 
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BECOMING 

ATTRACTION 


Nothing sets the mood quite 
Like music. But if you ask 
us, our Becoming Attraction 
for this month is more than 
enough to set the mood. 
After her sultry showbiz run, 
hot babe Jennifer Lee has 
moved on to better things.“I 
Love music and the flow arts. 
There’s something beautiful 
about the combination of 
lights and sounds, kaya I’ve 
been studying about them. I 
started learning about being a 
DJ last year and now I spin in 
events. I love EDM pero I spin 
for the people. I aim to please 
my crowd and play music that 
appeal to them so I also spin 
hip hop, RNB,and pop,” she 
indulgently shared. 


THE PLAYGROUND OFFERS 
WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY READER 
WANTS—RELEVANT REVIEWS 
AND INFORMATIVE LIFESTYLE 
NEWS. YOU, AS A PLAYBOY 
READER, NEED TO KNOW STUFF. 
AND WE ARE HERETO GIVEYOU 
WHATYOU NEED. 


JENIFER LEE 











GADGETS •LIFESTYLE ^ 



Samsung Galaxy 
Tab SI 0-5 


The newly released Samsung 
Galaxy Tab S instantly caught 
our attention with its brilliant, 
crystal-clear 2560x1600 Super 
AMOLED display that mimics real 
life colors with amazing clarity. 

Aside from its 2.3GHz quad-core 
Qualcomm Snapdragon, 3GB RAM, 
and expandable 32GB of internal 
storage, the tablet also features a 
finger-scanning home button that 
easily enables PayPal, password, and 
multi-user confirmation. The Galaxy 
Tab S comes with a powerful built-in 
7900mAh battery to juice up the 
gorgeous HD display. 

(Robert Soriano) 




Xaomi Mi 3 


Yes, Xaomi is a Chinese company. 

But no, that shouldn’t discourage 
you into thinking that it has issues 
in terms of build quality and 
specs. Spiffy and well-built even in 
comparison to some of the flagship 
phones of other major brands, 
Xaomi’s Mi 3 features heavyweight 
specs while being the most affordable 
smartphone in its class. A blisteringly 
fast 2.3GHz quad-core Qualcomm 
Snapdragon 800, 2GB RAM, 5-inch 
full HD IPS screen, 13-megapixel 
shooter, and 16GB storage all for the 
ultra-low price of Php10,599? Count 
us in. (RS) 


C Amf A cnnn H Harman Kardon Noise- 

Sony A6000 J canceling Headphones 


Compact and powerful, the Sony The Harman Kardon NC headphones 

a6000 is an impressive piece of not only looks sleek and elegantly 

digital photography. With its cool industrial, they also have an 

24.3 APS-C CMOS sensor, Bionz X astounding sound quality and 

image processor, and decent 16-50 exceptional noise-canceling 

Zeiss kit lens, this swift shooter properties. Reasonably expensive at 

takes brilliant photos in blazing fast Php 15,590, these cans are superior 

autofocus. While lighter and more in every acoustic aspect. The only 

compact than most DSLRs in the downside? Its bulky, non-foldable 

market, the quality of its photos and construction and the Apple-only/ 

the amount of freedom it gives its Android-snob in-line mic and remote, 

users make it a perfect travel buddy. (RS) 

Price: Around Php31,000. (RS) 



Om/One Levitating 
Speakers 


While these levitating wireless 
speakers might seem gimmicky, 
we can’t deny that they do look 
cool and would be perfect accents 
in our desktops. The Om/One 
levitating wireless speakers boast of 
superior sound and clarity. It has a 
15-hour battery life, Bluetooth 4.0 
connectivity, and is compatible with 
almost every music app in the market. 
Priced at around USD 180, these 
speakers are neat conversation pieces 
aside from being an awesome audio 
system. (RS) 
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(Suede) 

White brogue shoes had humble beginnings, 
it has since evolved into a fashion staple that 
refined gents should own. Cole Naan's take 
on this classic has a modern sole for extreme 
comfort and weightless flexibility. Meanwhile, 
the upper is made from reverse full-grain 
suede. Feel dapper and distinguished at the 
price of Flip 15,800 a pair, (RS) 


New Balance Trail 980 

Experience the science of softness with New 
Balance’s new line of running shoes. The Trail 
980 kicks feature a proprietary Fresh Foam 
technology that ensures utmost cushioning 
and support. Using their technical expertise 
in creating ergonomically-designed runners. 
New Balance successfully created shoes that 
would satisfy the need for more comfortable 
support while running by reducing the drop 
from heel to forefoot. Prices range from Php 
3.500 to Php5.0O0 (depending on design and 
colorway), (RS) 


Uniqlo Reversible Parka 

Don’t want to always bring an umbrella? For 
those tight rain showers and sudden tempera¬ 
ture drops, Oniqlo's reversible parkas are cool 
alternatives to stay warm and dry. Believe us 
when we tell you that you can’t fumble on wear¬ 
ing basics, particularly when it's priced at the 
very affordable rate of Php1590, (RS) 


Victorinox Spectra 2.0 

When it comes to utility and build quality. Vic¬ 
torinox is a brand that instantly comes to mind. 
This 2014, their Spectra 2,0 is a head-turning 
and extremely practical hardside luggage. In 
fact, the ingenious luggage even won this year's 
Red Dot Award for design. The front panel 
allows easy access to travel essentials and 
electronics without the need to open the main 
compartment itself. The Spectra 2,0 is priced at 
a cool Phpl9,99Q, (Robert Soriano) 

Void V03D Watch 

Clean and spiffy, just like how modern 
playboys like 'em. Void’s V03D timepiece is a 
minimalistic beauty. With its targe dial, unclut¬ 
tered clock face, and Fulura-typed markers, 
telling time never looked as fashionably simple 
as this. Priced at around USD200, it comes 
in Gold/Black. Grey/Blue, and Brushed/While 
coIorways. (RS) 

Cole Haan ZeroGrand 
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MOVIES 


•- 


RUROUNIKENSHI: THE LEGEND ENDS 


-»The final installment 
to Keishi Otomo’s 
take on the popular 
manga/anime, Ruroum 
Kenshm: The Legend 
Ends concludes the 
saga of the reformed 
slasher, Kenshin 
Himura. As Shishio's 
forces move on to 
bombard Tokyo after 
their Kyoto Inferno 
decoy, Kenshin meets 
up with his master to 
complete his Hiten 


Mitsurugi training. 
Does Kenshin need 
to give in to his 
assassin instincts and 
bloodlust to put an 
end to Shishio and 
his plans to topple the 
government? Takeru 
Satoh, Emi Takei, 
and Munelaka Aoki 
reprise their roles 
in this trilogy finale. 
The Legend Ends hit 
theaters on September 
2 A. (Robert Soriano) 




THIS IS WHERE I LEAVE YOU 


A bittersweet family dramedy, This Is Where l Leave You is about the dysfunctional 
Foxman family. When the family patriarch died, four estranged siblings (Jason 
Bateman, Tina Fey, Corey Stoll, and Adam Driver) get together to stay in one roof for 
a week to fulfill their father's final wish. Directed by Shawn Levy, the movie is slated 
fora mid-September theatrical release. (RS) 



A WALK AMONG THE TOMBSTONES 

Yes, it's yet another Liam Neeson action movie. Then again, we really don't think anyone would 
complain in seeing this badass actor in a fast-paced action movie once again. Neeson plays 
the role of Matt Scudder, an ex-cop turned unlicensed private investigator hired by a heroine 
dealer (Dan Stevens) to hunt down his wife's murderers. According to Sc udder's investigation, 
the twisted murderers will kill again and it's just a matter of time for him to stop them. Based on 
Lawrence Block's bestselling series and directed by Scott Frank, A Walk Among The Tombstones 
is scheduled for a mid-September release. (RS) 



THE KNICK 

Directed by Steven Soderbergh (Ocean's Trilogy, Traffic, and Magic Mike), The Knick looks at 
the personal and professional lives of the staff of the New York Knickerbocker Hospital. Set 
in the early 20 th century, The Knick is a medical/period drama with Clive Owen at its core. As 
Dr. John Thackery, he pushes the limitations of surgery during their time with his innovative 
techniques and ground-breaking procedures. Among his peers are: Dr. Algernon Richards, an 
experienced surgeon struggling to break racial barriers as a black, Harvard-educated doctor; 
Dr, Everett Galinger, an ambitious doctor who wants to follow Thackery in paving the path 
for the future of surgery; arid Lucy Elkins, the wide-eyed nurse who seemed to have caught 
Thackery’s attention, (RS) 


SONS OF ANARCHY (SERIES FINALE) 

There has always been something poetically tragic about Kurt Sutter's Sons of Anarchy, a 
drama series about the life of Jax Teller (Charlie Hunnam), president of the titular motorcycle 
club, and his struggles to find a balance between his family and the good of the club. After 
last season's Shakespearean finale, Jax is on a warpath for vengeance that would only end in 
blood. (RS) 
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GOT fl GIRL 

I Love You But I Must Drive Off This 
Cliff Now 

It has been two overly long years since Mary 
Elizabeth Winstead announced her collaboration 
with celebrated music producer Dan "the 
Automator" Nakamura {the two met when Dan 
scored Scoff Pilgrim VS the World). Now, Got 
a Girl is a fully fleshed-out indie-pop duo and 
the wait was well worth it. Their debut album, / 
Love Vbu But t Must Drive Off This Cliff Now , is 
a stellar record with lounge themes and dabs of 
'60s and 70s French pop music. 

It's a collaboration in the truest sense: Dan's 
hip-hop flairs, lush basslines and svelte melodies 
paired perfectly with Winstead's loungey, 
silken voice and playful lyrics. Did We Live Too 
Fast opens with baleful chimes followed by a 
sudden sweep of strings, a tinge of Dan's hip- 
hop sensibilities and groovy basslines. From that 
moment on, you're hooked in with Winstead's 
sultry vocals. 

The album plays out great, shifting back 
and forth with perky pop songs to invitingly 
darker tracks. While other tracks like Things Will 


Never Be The Same and Put Your Head Down 
are cinematic and hauntingly beautiful, I Love 
You But ... is far from being a dreary, fatalistic 
record (Lana Del Rey and her Ultraviolence). 

Got a Girl exudes a pervasive feeling of fun and 
lightness with tracks like Last Stop, Friday Night , 
and There's a Revolution. In particular, There's 
a Revolution feels like the perfect marriage of 
Dan's tightly produced electronic arrangement 
with Winstead's charmingly sweet chanting (think 
Jessica Fare's Zou Bisou Blsou }. 

As a whole, the album is perfectly arranged 
and never feels boring nor overwrought. Each 
track feels as if it was pulled from an archive in 
the 70s and mastered for a modern audience. 

A pleasant surprise effort from an unlikely pair, 

I Love You But I Must Drive Off This Cliff Now is 
a decent modern take on French pop with fresh 
hiphop beats and electronic hooks, (Robert Soriano) 



THE TERRIBLE AND WONDERFUL REASON WHY I RUN 
LONG DISTANCES 
THE OATMEAL, MATTHEW INMAN 

Andrews McMeel 

They call it a runner's high, 
that feeling you get when you 
do any sort of exercise and 
all the endorphins (happy 
hormones) just seem to be 
flying all around. So, why 
'runner's high 1 ? For Matthew 
Inman aka The Oatmeal (How 
to Tell if Your Cat is Plotting 
to Kill You), the actual run is 
meditative. But now he runs 
out of habit, out of a need to 
outrun The Blerch 1 and to extol fhe virtues of energy bars 
("They taste like boob milk from a cyborg' 1 ), No matter your 
reason, Inman takes a humorous look at the crazy ways 
runner’s get their high. (Pamela Aourantes) 


NOT THAT KIND OF GIRL: A YDUNG WOMAN TELLS YOU 
WHAT SHE'S LEARNED 

Lena Dunham 
Random House 

Critics are lauding Lena 
Dunham as the Voice of 
this generation 1 . In her 
autobiography, Not That 
Kind of Girl, Dunham 
shows us exactly why. In 
her introduction, she claims 
not to be an expert on sex, 
psychology, and dieting. She 
is not a mother nor is she 
the owner of a successful 
business. Rather, she 
professes to be H a girl with a 
keen interest in having it all, and what follows are hopeful 
d ispatches from the frontlines of that struggle." Slow clap 
moment right there. (PA) 


THE INNOVATORS: HOW A GROUP OF HACKERS, 
GENIUSES, AND GEEKS CREATED THE DIGITAL 
REVOLUTION 

Walter Isaacson 
Simon & Schuster 

Walter Isaacson (Steve 
Jobs), the leading profiler of 
some of the most innovative 
minds ol the century, is back 
to tell the story of how the 
computer and the internet 
came to be. Aptly-titled The 
Innovators, Isaacson uses 
his storytelling abilities to 
chronicle the lives of brilliant 
minds that envisioned a 
world where you could 
exchange information with 
anyone in fhe word with just a 
click. And you choose to share viral videos of cals running 
into glass doors. (PA) 
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CHIBI-FI 


E 


Eozen is a Manila-based art 
director at a local design firm. 
Fascinated with super sentais, 
slice of life anime, iconic mechas, 
and pretty much Japanese pop 
culture in general, he developed 
an east-meets-west art style 
that's easily recognizable and 
kawaii. His signature: Mecha 
and chibi versions of classic 
animated characters, comic book 
superheroes, movie characters, 
and pop culture icons. Eozen 
also designs shirts and mugs for 
Wonderpop, a local company 
specializing in all things pop 
culture. He is also a type A 
geek/toy collector/pop culture 
junkie. See more of his works at 
redbubble.com/people/eozen. 
(Robert Soriano) 
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THE BIG THREE 


(there's carbon fiber everywhere, 
from the roof to the hollow 
driveshaft), and torque is up 38 
percent—enough to bounce your 
eyeballs off the back of your skull 
as you rocket from zero to 60 in 
4.1 seconds. For our test drive 
we hit one of the nation's fastest 
racetracks, Road America in 
Wisconsin, in the dumping rain. 
High speed rarely feels this sure¬ 
footed. For the price ($63K and 
up), this is the ultimate weekend- 
warrior ride. 




v 








5TAT5 


Engine: three- 
Liter twin-turbo 16 


Horsepower: 425 


Torque: 406 

Foot-pounds 


Zero to 60: 4.1 sec 


MPG: 17 city/26 




Stt m 32581 


S ince it first appeared 
in 1987, BMW's M3 
has proved a cult 
favorite, and with 
good reason. It r s a 
refined four-seater for weekdays 
and a serious racetrack machine 
for weekends. BMW delivered 
a doozy with the fifth-gen M3 
sedan (pictured), along with the 
newly mo n ike red M4, a two- 
door coupe version. Gone is the 
V8 in favor of a lighter, three- 
liter inline six (which has always 
been the soul of BMW), plus a 
pair of turbos. Outside, the car 
is as elegant as ever, aggressive 
yet understated. Power is up 11 
horses, to 425, weight is down 



FORMULA E 
ELECTRIC 
RACING TAKES 
OFF IN BEIJING 



Plugged In 

Formula E is the first open- 
wheel racing series of 
electric cars, but it comes 
with cred—it's sanctioned 
by FIA, the govern-ing body 
behind Formula One. 


Hit the Streets 

Races will be held on city 
treets starting in Beijing on 
September 13, with nine 
more stops including Miami, 
Long Beach, Monte Carlo 
and London. 


Power Surge 

Run entirely on electricity, 
cars can hit speeds of 
more than 130 mph. When 
the batteries run out, drivers 
pit their cars and jump onto 
ones with charged batteries. 


Team Spirit 

The 10 teams include 
Venturi Grand Prix (backed 
by Leonardo DiCaprio), 
Andretti Autosport and 
Audi Sport, plus several ex¬ 
formula One drivers. 


Tuned In 

"It's going to be a true 
world championship," says 
Michael Andretti, head of 
A nd rett i Au tos port. ” It's 
about efficiency, green 
technology and speed," 
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DOWNHILL FROM HERE 


Words by Tricia Ordillas | Photography by: Athena Mendoza 


Cycling seems like a very tame 
sport until you add mountains 
to the mix. Downhill mountain 
biking is not your average sport 
because it demands the skillful 
navigating of rugged, uneven 
terrain made of roots, rocks, 
and hard dirt; all while speeding 
down as fast as the mind can 
contain. 

A wrong move, a simple 
snap out of one's mental focus 
can be a great error. Even 
the milliseconds count. And 
sometimes it's just a fraction of 
a second that separates that 
winning moment from the rest 
of the hopeful victors in this 
individually timed race. 

Representing and advocating 
a sport that most people are 
still unfamiliar with is one Bans 
Mendoza. In 2013, he became 
the first Filipino rider to enter 
the UCI Mountain Bike World 
Championships in South Africa. 
He finished sixth overall and 
against more internationally 
seasoned competitors. " Pag 
finish ko, naramdaman koyung 
panghihinayang , dahil alam ko 
na mas maganda pa sana yung 
pwesto. Pero nakakatuwa na 
rin kasi finally nakapag world 
champs din. Sana dati ko pa ito 
ginawa, " shared Mendoza. 


This year Mendoza again 
joined the competition when 
it was held in Hafjell, Norway. 
Unfortunately, a combination 
of injury and a sudden 
downpour (thanks to Norway's 
unpredictable weather) saw 
him finish only 18 ,h overall. 
"Siyempre nakakahinayang. But 
there's nothing to be ashamed 
of. I can try again next year,'' he 
said, shrugging it off. The local 
cycling community turned the 
hashtag 'laBANSpilipinas' into 
'laBANSpadin' in preparation 
for next year. His international 
competitors were impressed, 
saying it is nice to see diversity 
in the sport; that he performed 
smooth jumps; that he was fast; 
that he had a shot at winning. 
"That is how racing is. You have 
to push yourself, go beyond your 
limits. You pour your heart into 
every pedal, every turn, every 
control the handle bar resists at 
that moment where it all counts. 
But it's only either you win or 
lose," he said. 

Sense of adventure 

Before Mendoza got 
interested in downhill mountain 
biking, as with the rest of the 
country, he was into basketball 
and skateboarding. "It started 
out as a hobby, tapos may mga 


nang-engganyo mag-race. After 
that first race, tuloy tuloy na ," 
he said. 

Naturally, if you're planning 
on getting into race scene, the 
equipment is important. Know 
which bike is better suited for 
you depending on the type of 
races that interest you. According 
to Mendoza, mountain bikes 
come in different forms: for 
cross country, all mountain, 
and downhill. "These are the 
disciplines of the sport. Cross 
country is more on endurance 
and skill tapos mag-start kayo 
sabay-sabay kayo ng kalaban 
mo. Then downhill is more on 
speed, power, and skill...and 
individual timed run siya, " he 
explained. 

He advises that if you do 
want to get into the sport 
professionally, invest in the 
equipment. A good bike will help 
you hone your skills and will be 
reliable when you are after good 
results. The proper equipment 
and gear will also protect you 
when you take falls because 
"you have to be prepared to 
fall," said Mendoza. On the 
other hand, if you're just a casual 
cycling fan who's just in it for the 
fun and exercise, a regular bike 
will do. 
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A 20th century joke goes: 

Question: What is the difference between 
erotic and kinky? 

Answer: Erotic is a feather; kinky is the 
entire chicken. 

In the 21st century, 'kinky' is now totally 
acceptable, if not desirable; acceptable to many, 
desirable to some. 

How can I say this, especially in a country as 
conservative and as judgmental as ours? Easy 
peasy, the major reason is that it makes sense 
psychologically. 

But before I get into the psychological 
dynamics of fetishes, let me share some 
observations with you: When a wife finds out a 
man has been unfaithful and doesn't want to 
leave him, the first thing she demands is that he 
stops fooling around. In my experience, if a man 
loves his wife, and/or feels he cannot afford to 
break up his marriage for whatever reason, he 
can stop fooling around. Hopefully forever, but 
definitely until he lulls her into a (false or real) 
sense of security so that she no longer constantly 
checks up on him. 

There are some men, however, who are so bad 
at pretending fidelity that they get caught again, 
and again, and yet again. One among many 
reasons can be because this man has a fetish and 
the woman he refuses to break up with is the 
only woman he feels can successfully deal with it. 

Fetishes are not as common as people think, 
even if more people talk about them as if they 
were. A fetish is something you wouldn't want 
your parish priest (especially if you and your 
wife regularly attend services) or your business 
associates to know you have. Wanting your 
girlfriend to smear whipped cream on your penis 
for her to enthusiastically suck off is kinky. In 
this day and age, it's still considered a fetish to 
want her to pee on you. Wanting to smell her 
head to foot (literally) after she's been massaged 
with the expensive body oil you bought for her 
when you were last in Paris together is kinky; 
smelling her used underwear because it turns you 
on is a fetish. Insisting she steal her boss's used 
underwear before you can have sex with her is 
more than a fetish, it is a paraphilia, which we 
shall discuss next month. 

In other words, a fetish is usually something 
that makes you feel sexy, is considered strange 
(at least statistically, because only a small minority 


have them), and thus, kept a secret. While there 
have been many explanations for what initially 
causes a fetish, none has been proven to be 
indisputable or universal. 

However, why a fetish continues is 
understandable: If something is rewarding, you 
tend to do it over and over again. The more you 
do it, the more deeply entrenched it becomes 
and the more difficult to let go of. 

If your particular fetish is something you are 
embarrassed to reveal to your sexual partners, 
imagine the relief and joy you feel when you are 

ARE NOT AS 
COMMON AS PEOPLE 
THINK, EVEN IF MORE 
PEOPLE TALK ABOUT 
THEM AS IF THEY 
WERE. 

finally able to and your partner has no problem 
accepting it! Why look for someone else who 
may not only look at you in horror but also gossip 
about you to others? 

If you are lucky enough to have someone who 
either doesn't mind indulging you or, even better, 
has the same fetish you have, you have the 
perfect example of the old saying, "A bird in the 
hand is worth two in the bush." 

Think about it: the bird is figurative, of course, 
for your penis. I wonder, however, if it can be 
literal too if one means a chicken and not just the 
feather. But then, to remain a fetish, this would 
have to be a chicken who is harmed or upset 
by what is happening. If it is, it then becomes a 
paraphilia—a mental disorder. But back to the 
proverb: The bird is figurative for a penis; the 
bush, for pubic hair (OR even literal, and, not 
being a masochist, I hope the bush isn't one 
with thorns in it) and the hand can be literal, of 
course, but also figurative, as in mouth, armpit, 
anus. 


This analysis is what is called operant 
conditioning in the Behaviorist School of 
Psychology. One of its major premises is: If doing 
something results in a reward, the behavior is 
repeated over and over again. In layman's terms: 
If having sexual encounters with a particular 
woman is rewarding for me, I will see to it I make 
love to her until it stops being rewarding. This 
desire is usually stronger if the behavior has not 
been rewarded in the past. 

Over forty years ago, noted anthropologist 
Dr Lando Jocano did a groundbreaking study on 
marital relationships. He concluded that many 
men went to prostitutes if they wanted oral sex 
because their wives refused to do this, feeling 
that it was disrespectful of them if a husband 
even requested it. 

Forty years ago, oral sex was considered a 
fetish. Now, it seems almost a necessity if wives 
want to keep their husbands from straying. Forty 
years ago, a man might find it hard to give up a 
loving girlfriend or mistress who went down on 
him not just because of the pleasure a mouth can 
give, but because all of this meant a strong desire 
to please him, willingness to subject herself to his 
every wish, and his seeming ability to dominate 
someone completely. All this makes it rewarding 
for him to continue having sex with her; and very 
possibly could even convince the man he loves 
her (and thus, would be loathe to leave her no 
matter what his wife demands). 

Perhaps, therefore, one major lesson to learn 
from this column is that people who want their 
relationships to last should consider doing more 
sexual transformations (i.e., changes in sexual 
behavior for the partner). In other words, if s/he 
has a fetish, try and indulge it. 

There was a study done in Journal of Sex 
Research entitled, Sexual Transformations and 
Intimate Behavior in Romantic Relationships, 
that stated that people "reported higher levels 
of relationship satisfaction when their partners 
said they'd made more 'sexual transformations'." 
In other words, when their partners had been 
willing to not only do but try to enjoy whatever 
it is their partner wanted. I guess it's because 
quite apart from the sexual pleasure, knowing 
your partner hears and values your special needs, 
makes you feel special and reinforced (rewarded). 
So, fetish yourselves and your partners away. 

As far as I can see, not only is there no harm in 
doing so, but a lot to be gained from it. 0 




TALK I WHAT MATTERS NOW 


WELCOME TO 
THE JUNGLE 


WORDS BY RENE MARTIN 


T day's partyphiles often take the night 
scene like nocturnals out to have the 
wildest shindig of their lives. Much like 
that legendary Project X film where 
you'd know a party is a good one if you'd get at 
least one 'Disturbing The Peace' complaint from 
the neighbors. Luckily for today's kids, there are 
numerous venues that cater to such epic parties 
sans the occasional police visibility—well, most of 
the time that is. 

Nothing usually happens until the clock strikes 
past ten, really. But by that time when, most 
nine to fivers are already in deep slumber, the 
daysleepers walk and start to roam. Ladies dress 
up in Instagram-worthy outfits as men take notice 
while downing a steady mix of hard shots. Various 
laser and strobe lights pulsate with the throbbing 
speakers emitting motley and infectious vibes that 
go on until one's own body clock goes off. This is 
what defines partying at this era of social media 
and Generation Z. 

But today's club scene is more than just the 
sights and sounds that mirror today's youth 
and their lifestyles. Today's parties now have 
thicker blood coursing through its veins through 
the evolution of electronic dance music (EDM), 
which, through the years, have in fact become an 
established pop culture edifice on its own. 

Veteran DJ Travis Monsod is witness to this 
evolution having been a significant pioneer of the 
local dance music scene since the early 2000s. 
"Proper programming is key nowadays for a 
successful night," said Monsod, pertaining to the 
many EDM progenies today. "Good opening DJs 
set the mood with Chill House then go mainstream 
by midnight. After that the mayhem starts which 
only simmers down by 3AM with harder sounds 
like Dub Step, Trap, and Drum and Bass," he 
explained. 

The EDM culture has definitely flourished not 
only all over the world, but locally as well in how it 
has become an avenue for big-scale companies to 
promote their products to its respective consumers. 
The EDM scene shook the marketing world by 
storm with its Midas touch, turning any commercial 
venture with a speck of EDM into something cool 
and chic in the mainstream. Massive outdoor 
events such as the 7107 International Music 
Festival during the first quarter of the year and the 
highly-anticipated Neverland Manila in October 
also highlight acclaimed DJs from all over the 
world, proving that there is indeed a market for the 
culture in the country. 


Creatively, the evolution of EDM culture did 
not metastasize overnight. From Europe's rave 
scene back in the day, innovative DJs then fused in 
elements of Trance and Electro House, which was 
more apt for bigger venues. By the time the '90s 
rolled around, electronic festivals were huge in the 
United States. 

"For me, the local EDM scene started a couple of 
years ago when DJs started the 'big room sound' in 
local clubs," shared Monsod. "These clubs started 
to take notice of the energy this genre of electroni 
music brought with it and started to book big 
names such as Calvin Harris, Swedish House Mafia 
and Steve Aoki for local events," he added. 

Today, the EDM scene has barged out of the 
small, darkly lit dance venues all over the metro 
and rampaged its way to huge outdoor concert 
fields, catering to the thousands of enthusiasts all 
over the country. 

EDM communities also started popping up 
everywhere. Known DJs are now commissioned to 
spin not only in large-scale metro parties but also 
for regional fiestas as well. Social media now burns 
with discussions on the latest technology, music 
updates, upcoming festivals, and breakthrough 
artists in the country's EDM scene. DJ societies have 
even sprouted in the halls of the academe like a 
glee club on acid. 

Even the trade of being a DJ has become 
a lucrative venture for emerging EDM artists. 
According to Monsod, although some established 
DJs even continue with their day jobs, a known 
DJ earns quite nicely from gigs and much more 
so if he learns to produce original tracks. This 
encourages some local DJs to work on their own 
materials and capture their distinct club or dance 
sounds. The local pop and rock scenes are now also 
interested in the electronic genre with some even 
wanting to cross over. 

When asked what the future holds for EDM in 
the country, Monsod reassures that "EDM is here 
to stay." This statement is indeed supported by 
how colossal festivals are mounted annually to 
keep the culture burning and how the youth are 
getting more interested in the genre by dabbling 
in sound experimentation. "EDM has grabbed the 
mainstream spotlight and it has started flickering 
the on and off switch like a strobe," he illustrated. 
"EDM plainly put is dance music-- and we all love 
to dance, right?" he asks as this current generation 
goes all out and collectively bob their heads in 

agreement. H 


"EDM plainly nut is 
dance music-- and we 
all leve to dance, right?' 


MEN 



M y dad was not happy when, as 
a young boy, he saw me playing 
with Ken, Barbie's boyfriend. It 
was given by an uncle who then 
worked abroad. He was a cool uncle but he 
maybe thought a Ken doll is no different from 
a G.l. Joe. I did not see the big deal, of course, 
but at four years old these kinds of memories 
stick with you. The Ken in question was a 
cowboy complete with guns, boots with spurs, 
and a white plastic hat. My dad, the king of 
the mean streets of Mabitac, Laguna, thought 
it was offensive for his only son to be running 
around with a cowboy doll with his sisters. 

He did stop questioning the whole situation, 
though, when he saw me playing alone with 
Ken and Barbie. I had stripped them naked 
and Ken was on top. I guess some curiosity 
about sexuality is more acceptable than 
others. 

Our father-and-son dynamic can be deemed 
okay, which means that as long as things are 
done his way, we are father-and-son. To steer 
anything into his bidding, he used a powerful 
phrase that would negate any form of 
resistance, "Bakit, bakla ka ba?" Why, are you 
gay? If I don't want to eat vegetables, "Bakit, 
bakla ka ba?" If I refuse to take a bath, "Bakit, 
bakla ka ba?" If I was afraid of the 
dark, "Bakit, bakla ka ba?" If he wanted me 
to buy beer or smokes late in the evening and 
I resisted, he'd curse and go, "Bakit, bakla ka 
ba?" It was a great deterrent for any form of 
rebellion by a kid in his formative years. I never 
understood why people at the sari-sari store 
found it amusing that a boy was in line to 
buy cigarettes or half a dozen bottles of beer. 
Looking back, I was actually more amazed that 


they were freely sold to a little boy anyway. 

In school we were first taught to move with 
methods and procedures for a desired output. 
Ill-equipped, I had to go through the prevailing 
norm where a pre-adolescent should have 
already identified with a gender preference, 
but that you have yet to discover and 
understand. Every time you don't fit a mold, 
you are an anomaly that should be dismissed 
by otherwise clueless and methodical teachers. 

It took some time to outgrow the idea 
that I am an anomaly. In one job interview, 

I was asked if I could be gay. The HR lady 
noticed that I was taken aback and offered an 
explanation. She said, "Mahirap kumuha ng 
bading kasi mag me-make up pa yan, at hindi 
mo alam kung saang CR sila dapat pumunta." 
When I pressed, "Why is that a problem?" She 
retorted "Bakit, bakla ka nga ba?" 

In another company, co-workers found 
it amusing to find out who among the new 
employees were gay. One suggested that this 
silent guy did not want to go to third base 
with the a female officemate, in spite of that 
time she was drunk enough to pine for more 
than a cuddle. I was just let out in a macho 
world and I was shown how one must take his 
cake and eat it too. One said she's very pretty, 
and foiled it with, "Bakla ka ba?" 

As intelligent as the people I have 
encountered in my first jobs, I'm amazed to 
find out how people can confuse themselves 
by accepting something that is harder to 
prove than the truth that occurs naturally. 

All of us have gay friends, and we think it's 
all right. They can come out just fine. I even 
think it is endearing. Yet most of us have 
this inexplicable and selective tolerance that 


runs along the lines of "As long as it's not a 
member of the family." If it's a member of the 
family, then we're supposed to be wary. We 
want to believe that we are supposed to do 
everything we can to realign them by exposing 
them to gender specific toys, or with some 
form of supposedly harmless, or usually 
harmful exorcism. 

The speculations that I could be gay may 
have died down since I got married and had 
kids. It's still likely that it will be a hot topic 
for a convention of small minds, in the way 
any guy can be a target. The discussion about 
how my son could be gay lurks. I've recently 
caught my son playing with someone's Barbie, 
and it has come full circle. I do not feel the 
magnitude of my late father's burden. 

My son and my kids can choose to be 
whoever they want to be as long as their 
existence does not harm others or put others 
at an unfair disadvantage while they pursue 
what they want. The role I took on as a dad 
entails that I provide the best platform to 
ensure that they can be the best person they 
want to be. I find it amusing that some people 
who claim to love another person can't find 
a path to acceptance on something they feel 
they should change even if they know it is not 
intrinsically wrong. 

"So, you think your son is gay!" No, and 
it's not a valid point in my book. It's a non¬ 
issue. It is more important to provide them 
an environment where they won't think it's 
okay to compromise and trade values to move 
up in society, or detach themselves from the 
humane tendency to extend a helping hand. 
That is a bigger, more pressing issue I will 
address as a father and as a human. □ 
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MANIC 


BOY MEETS GIRL. THEY FLIRT IN 
THE ELEVATOR. GIRL SHOUTS 
PENIS AT CENTRAL PARK. A NEW 
HEROINE IS BORN. 

W hen doll-faced and 
wide eyed Zooey 
Deschanel took on the 
role of Summer Finn 
in the film 500 Days 

of Summer, picked up that ukelele and idly 
plucked those strings, the words 'manic 
pixie dream girl' exploded outside of the 
A.V. Club and into men's fevered fantasies. 

Manic Pixie Dream Girl is a term coined 
by writer Nathan Rabin to describe this 
ethereal wisp of vintage lace and lollipops. 
He describes this female character as "an 
all-or-nothing proposition". Audiences 
either want to marry her instantly or want 
"to commit grievous bodily harm against 
them and their immediate family," to 
quote Rabin. He apparently came up with 
the term in 2007 after watching Kirsten 
Dunst in Elizabethtown claiming to have 
felt wonderfully "distracted" by Dunst's 
charmingly enigmatic character. He said 
that her character seemed otherworldly - 
hence the term pixie. 

The Manic Pixie Dream Girl is said to 


IDEALS 

WORDS BY FATIMA TORRES 

float around like a fairy princess - quirky, 
but painfully adorable, ready to cast her 
spell over men, saving them from the doom 
of a boring, apathetic life. Once she has 
accomplished her one true purpose, which 
is to guide her man through self-discovery, 
she will be gone forever. Take Charlize 
Theron's Sara Deever in Sweet November. 
She takes on a new lover every month and 
helps them confront and resolve untapped 
emotional issues. There's Samantha recently, 
the always curious, never demanding and 
immensely supportive operating system 
brought to life by Spike Jonze in the movie 
Her. 

She is Julia Roberts' Pretty Woman, 
Audrey Hepburn's Holly Golightly in the 
movie Breakfast at Tiffany's. She is Penny 
Lane in Almost Famous. She will flash you 
a smile that cuts through to your heart. 

She will look at you with eyes that beg to 
be rescued. You will want to sweep her off 
her feet. She will leave you, but you will 
want to run after her. She is the kind of 
complication you would want to keep in 


your life. 

While Rabin regrets coming up with the 
term, having received criticism for inventing 
such a misogynistic cliche, he claims 
that it is an archetype that taps into a 
particular male fantasy, that of being swept 
away by a great woman who will then 
quietly disappear after happy ever after is 
established. She is a broken man's damsel in 
shining armor. 

She is perfect. She will never be real. 

Women want the roller-coaster ride, too. 
Sure. Men want the "'til death do us part" 
bit, too. Stop fooling yourselves. You don't 
want something awesome and know when 
it will stop. 

The MPDG may be a passing pop culture 
expletive, but this mythical creature has 
started to become a template for how 
modern women are starting to live their 
lives. Fiction does create some form of 
reality. In one coffee shop conversation 
I had with one of my closest friends, I 
was told that I was a living embodiment 
of this fictitious trope - a woman who 
takes your hand and opens your eyes to a 
kaleidoscope of unusual patterns, colors 
and complexities, that woman who loves 
you and moves on to walk alone towards 
the sunset in perfect timing. I mulled over 
the thought and how I floated around 
relationships. When I was much younger, 
a lot of the times, I was just scared about 
how the ending would play out and how 
love punctuates friendships. But the years 
have a way of making you come into terms 
with the things that you want and how you 
want it. I do not want to be just a catalyst 
or a tipping point for men I've had and will 
have relationships with. I want to be the 
heroine of my own story. 

The truth is, your typical manic pixie 
dream girl is not entirely a dream, but 
an exaggeration of a real woman who 
probably just wants to be sure that the 
hand she holds fit hers perfectly. Maybe 
she is just taking her time - maybe she has 
grown up enough to know what she wants. 
And yes, she could be sporting fringes and 
may prefer movies and park walks over 
clubs and fancy dinners. It is all a matter of 
preference. Maybe she likes to be still, not 
necessarily indifferent. Maybe she is waiting 
for someone who challenges her brilliance. 
Maybe she is satisfied with the stillness of 
a deep friendship. After all, romance and 
relationships do not always have to be a 
Boy Meets Girl story. 

Just maybe. Figure it out. Also, you can 
get yourself sorted while waiting for one. O 
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EAT, SLEEP, RAVE, 

WORDS BY ALBERT SASPA 


T l he magnitude of the 

f present wave of electronic 
dance music (EDM) is now 
stronger compared to its 
former sporadic emergences, 
and unlike other genres, 
electronic music bridges the gaps in geography, 
age, season, and even language, and while it 
is still not the mother of all music genres, its 
current status and rate of growth demand a 
sense of fascination. 

More than ten years ago, when it was 
just a minor genre that originated in Europe 
and mostly stayed there, electronic music 
commanded a smaller population. It reached 
some parts of the Americas and filtered through 
to Asia but never achieved an extensive, proper 
diaspora. It settled and survived inside dark 
rooms, feasting on multicolored lights and pills, 
controlling crowds starting Friday nights until 
Sunday. Come Monday mornings, however, it 
would get left behind at the dancehall, with 
nothing to look forward to except the next 
weekend soiree. In broad daylight, people had 
work, the traffic and newspapers to peruse -no 
one wanted deep bass to compete with the 
existing din. Patrons had rock & roll and pop to 
fill their weekdays. And electronic music being 
unpopular in those times, peer pressure took a 
few more people off its following and herded 
them towards the Top 40. 

It wasn't even known as 'EDM' then. Under 
the unofficial 'Electronic Music/Techno' label, 
there's house music, trance, progressive trance, 
eurotrance, and many more, with rhythms 


ranging from ambient to upbeat. Daft Punk, 
Tiesto, Chicane, The Chemical Brothers, The 
Prodigy, the French duo Justice, their common 
denominator was that they're all electronically 
produced and rendered. Beneath the umbrella 
is a hodgepodge no one bothered to segregate 
and properly curate, leaving the fans to their 
own devices. While this never hurt the genre 
of electronic music, not having a wide market 
and no streamlining certainly did not help its 
growth. 

Collaborations between DJs and pop 
stars eventually happened. The introduction 
of faster and louder beats and bass drops 
were welcomed into the mainstream scene. I 
remember listening to Kelly Rowland and David 
Guetta's When Love Takes Over in college and 
thinking that the track could be the break that 
electronic music needed. Rowland was fresh 
from the unexpected split-up of Destiny's Child 
and her soon flat-lining career was revived by 
her team-up with a then not-famous David 
Guetta. The track made the charts and climbed, 
giving Rowland's career the final grunt of 
endurance before comfortably succumbing. 
Guetta persevered and went on to release more 
collaborations with other artists and sell millions 
of albums to a wider audience. As for When 
Love Takes Over, Billboard lauded it as the best 
dance-pop collaboration of all time. 

The public's reaction to David Guetta helped 
pave the way for electronic music into becoming 
part of the mainstream affair. The world became 
aware and Billboard and MTV realized the thrust 
of electronic music. 


REPEAT 


“There are the people who 
Knowhow to use the turntahle 
and mixer, and then there are 
the self-proclaimed DJs who 
do not know what to do with a 
turntable and a mixer. " 


A few years ago, the term 'Electronic 
Dance Music' or EDM was conceived. Extracted 
from the vague 'electro/techno', these are the 
electronically produced and rendered music 
that have the rhythm and beat arrangement 
appropriate for dancing. Robust and 
burgeoning, it is safe to quantify the genre's 
ascent as leaps and bounds considering the 
aforementioned alternating dormancy. The fact 
that it has nested in Southeast Asia validates its 
strength to tread international waters, hatching 
colonies along the way. Here in the Philippines, 
we export DJs by the bulk, month after month, 
totaling the amount of OFWs we churn out 
on a yearly basis. That was a corny joke, but it 
defines the Filipino clamor that is strong enough 
to build a demand for foreign artists such as 
Armin van Buuren, Afrojack and Tiesto, to play 
inside stadiums heavily decorated with lights 
and rigged with smoke machines, and ultimately 
fuel the concert production industry. The 
fandom and the legitimacy the EDM has created 
for itself have worked to create a watertight seal 
making it attractive to all parties involved. 
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Kaskade at the 7107 International Music Festival. Photos by Owen Reyes 




It is a safe estimate that there is an EDM 
event at least once a month, independent from 
the festivals and holidays that the Philippine 
calendar. They are black-letter days sprinkled 
with holiday compositions: alcohol-inundated, 
ecstatically messed-up, ending very late, involves 
dressing up and dancing. Brands like Close-Up 
and Viber have organized Close-Up Forever 
Summer and One Vibe(r) Party, respectively; 
events like Soul Surf and Summer Siren bring 
the crowd closer to the beach; Innovation White 
and the upcoming Neverland Festival round up 
international DJs for a night. In Cebu, ever since 
EDM events were incorporated to the festivities 
of Sinulog, the streets have never been more 
crowded. Labor Day flights to Kalibo are just 
unreal. But more eye-opening is the fact that 
some people have already made reservations 
for next year's LaBoracay immediately after. 
LaBoracay may be the most sweat-churning 
and most dehydrating event, much more than a 
triathlon, of the year, but the crowds are coming 
back, determined to outdo their last. 

Year round are the parties, and any holiday 
is a good excuse to experience EDM. 

Demographically, the net is far-reaching. 
From the teens who would save their daily 
allowances, up to the middle-aged employees 
who would file for vacation leaves, just to 
be part of a crowd that is divided into three 
parts: hardcore EDM supporters, the posers 
and the potheads. Indistinguishable from each 
other, these three groups are different only in 
their states of mind. The EDM supporters truly 
understand the music and are one with the 
DJs in being happy that electronic music has 
finally arrived and booming, but also saddened 
by the commercialization of the genre. The 
posers easily latch on and would get off the 
bandwagon just as easily. And the potheads are 
there just to get high and listen to the music. 

DJ Mike Lavet is a self-taught DJ. A purist 
in his beliefs, he harbors bittersweet opinions 
regarding the current electronic music scene. He 
is pleased by the current rise of EDM but resents 
the commercialization, saying it restrains the 
creative growth of the art of making electronic 
music. "They use the same formula over and 
over again; the progressions sound alike. It is a 
suffering aesthetic," he relates. "And now there 
are suddenly so many so-called DJ who 'spin', 
but it takes more than just changing tracks to 


be a DJ. It takes an understanding of the beat 
progressions. Without it, it is just curating." 

I agree with him. He goes on to name the 
types of people who go onstage and perform, 
"There are the people who know how to use 
the turntable and mixer, and then there are the 
self-proclaimed DJs who do not know what 
to do with a turntable and a mixer. It is much 
more convenient to use these new-age devices 
of course, and I use them as well, but without 
the understanding of the identity of the tracks 
themselves, there is really nothing backing it 
up." When asked how long he thinks this wave 
of electronic music is going to last, he says it will 
very likely stick around this time. Again, this is 
not hard to believe. 

Going full circle, there are now 'DJ 
schools' that teach laymen their way around a 
turntable, such as Bounce Electronic Music & 

DJ School and Beats Project Manila. Filipinos 
have gone from discovering and experiencing 
EDM to wanting to learn how to produce their 
own, a necessary step when it comes to fully 
appreciating an artform. It being new, the 
general reaction comes peppered with optimism 
for the music industry, and that the structure 
of EDM here in the country will get a Filipino 
musicality and probably its own genre. The 
Philippines' music scene is quickly adapting to 
its international counterparts. Celebrity DJs like 
Ace Ramos and Mars Miranda constantly topbill 
nightly ceremonies and weekends; festivals like 
the Summer Siren took over the nation, its plea 
strengthened by its Pinoy-produced anthem 
Free; and there are more coming newly-bred 
from the crop, set to spin their way to super-DJ- 
stardom. Here, in this area, we are keeping up 
with the world. 

Geographically and demographically, the 
electronic music genre has expanded immensely. 
The profits can already be gleaned simply by 
knowing who's spinning, and fans get work out 
of the way to make time. Flights schedules are 
added in these black-lettered holidays, artificially 
made but draw the crowd and emotions just 
as strongly as Christmas. Like a darkhorse, 

EDM came from almost stopping to being the 
frontrunner in the annals of pop culture. It has 
its one arm embracing the youthful newcomers 
and the other arm around the older generation, 
joining them. Hopefully, it will really stick this 
time around. □ 



READER'S RESPONSE 


THE BUTCHERING 
OF A LANGUAGE 

T he decision to remove the Filipino language 
as a subject in College Universities is rather a 
practical one. College graduates will have no use 
for an exhaustive knowledge of the language because 
legal documents are now set in the English language. 
— Wine Catalan, Financial Language Editor II 


S chools have to keep the Filipino language 
as a learned subject and even a mode of 
instruction. Filipino defines the country’s 
identity, and it must be used for it to be preserved. 
Besides, it’s like parang nakakaasar to hear kids 
speak like this halo-halo language, like right 
‘diba? Also, the inability to speak Filipino properly 
does not translate to excellent English skills. 

The absence of Filipino as a subject in college 
translates to kids who are poor in both languages 
and fluent in none. 

—Aaron Ponce, Financial Language Editor 


L earning our own language does not only teach 
us grammar but also our own culture. It instils 
a sense of nationalism. However, we should 
not only keep it as it is - a required study in boxed 
curriculum, but a key factor in our evolving identity 
as a nation. Our language has been stagnant for 
quite a time and has not been able to keep up with 
emergent concepts. Needless to say, removing it 
from schools will stunt that growth. 

—Luigi Bustamante, Financial Language Editor II 


I t should be ironic that Pinoys, me included, 
would rally in the need to keep the Filipino 
language in schools and universities while it 
is not the common medium we use every day. 
Knowing our language during our formative years 
and then keeping the pride for its richness through 
our native prose and poetry keeps our nationalism 
in check. I would be embarrassed if I were asked 
about the legacy of language by our forefathers and 
have nothing to show for. Let’s keep Filipino as a 
required subject in colleges. 

—Paul Olmeda, Accountant 
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THE LONG-HAIRED, HAT-WEARING FOLK POP SINGER IS 
EASILY DISMISSIBLE AS A WASHED-UP MUSICIAN. BUT 
FREDDIE AGUILAR BEGS TO DISAGREE AND ENJOYS THE 
SUCCESS HE'S HAD AND PREFERS STAYING JUST OUT¬ 
SIDE OF THE MUSIC INDUSTRY'S PERIPHERY. 




I t’s easy to think of him as a has-been. 

It’s easy to dismiss him as someone 
who has already had his time to 
shine; to question the importance of 
his contributions to the local music 
scene. It’s certainly easy to make him 
the butt of jokes, what with his well- 
documented love affair and eventual 
marriage to a minor. Yet amidst all 
that negativity, there is no denying the fact that no art¬ 
ist, before or since, has replicated the kind of success 
that Freddie Aguilar has enjoyed in his 38-year career. 

Aguilar’s very first single, Anak, came out in 1977 
at the inaugural Metro Manila Popular Music Festival. 
While it didn’t win the grand prize, it is considered 
as one of the most popular Philippine pop songs 
ever written. To this day, it is still being translated, 
covered, and reworked by musicians from all corners 
of the globe, with the Vietnamese cover being the 
most recent. It remained the best-selling Philippine 
record of all time until 2006, almost 30 years after it 
was released. It is the only Filipino song to sit atop 
the Billboard charts for two weeks straight and is 
considered to be a worldwide hit of the ‘80s. 

Fie explains of the song, “My father and I had 
many arguments ... Fie wanted me to be a lawyer, 
gusto ko lang maging musikero. Umalis ako sa amin 
when I was 17, 18? Dala-dala ko langyung knapsack 
ko, deretso na ako ng ‘Gapo. From there, ‘di na kami 
nagkita ni erpat ng matagal. Tsaka nung mga kapatid. 
So one lazy afternoon, while I’m listening to the radio, 
wala naman magandang pakinggan. I tried watching 
TV, I ahat ng programa wala din. Napanuod ko na rin, 
so bored na bored ako. Yung kwarto ko, isang dipa 
lang ang laki eh. Pareho din yung haba. Tapos nakita 
ko yung laundry to dun. Doon ko nakita yung kahal- 
agahan ng family, dun sa dirty laundry ko. Biglang 
napa-isip ako, ‘Kung nasa bahay ako, walang ganito, 
eh. May mag-aasikaso ng laundry ko, because of that 
parang /7ag-flashback ako, ‘Paano ba ako napadpad 
dito sa ‘Gapo?’Hex t thing I know, puro tanong na 
yung pumasok sa utak ko. Parang, ‘Saan ba ako nang- 
galing? I started imagining na nandun ako sa tiyan ng 
nanay ko, tapos pinanganak niya ako, anong sinukli 
ko sa kanya? Tapos sa tatay ko puro sama ng loob ang 
binigayko ... Yun. Doon na nagsimulayun.” 

Armed with only a pen and a piece of paper and 
singing into a beat-up cassette player, Aguilar claims 
to have written the song in less than an hour and 
crying like a child when listening to the playback. 

‘‘lyak talaga ako ng iyak. Ako yun eh! Kwento ko yun. 
Yung sisi ko talaga a hundred percent from the heart. 
A/a-realize ko na talagang nagkamali ako. Nakasubsob 
na yung mukha ka sa lupa sa pagpapa-kumbaba nung 
malaman koyung pagkakamali ko,” he shared. Fie 
wrote the song, he said, because he wanted to use 
it as a way to ask forgiveness from and to reconcile 
with his father, not knowing that it was also going 
to be the same song that would bring him renown, 
both locally and abroad. FI is father, however, never 
even got to hear or see him perform the song, “Pern 
nabasa naman niya yung lyrics. Nagkasakit kasi siya, 
kaya pinabasa ko na lang. Inakbayan na lang niya ako. 



Para sa erpat ko, para akbayan niya ako ng ganun, ibig 
sabihin, pinatawad na niya ako. Tapos sabi niya, ‘Pern 
gusto ko sana nag-abogado ka pa rin,’" he laughingly 
recalled. Unfortunately, his father would pass on a few 
weeks after the encounter, never knowing how far the 
simple, heartfelt song would go. 

“Nakagawa kasi ako ng melody na napaka-simple 
and yet kapag narinig mo siya, para kang mahu- hook 
nung melody. Ang pag-aaral ko dun sa kanta, kung 
bakit siya lumakas ng ganun ka-sikat is because the 
melody is very simple at nagka-taon na wala pang na- 
kasulat ng ganung klaseng kanta before,” he remarked 
of the song’s success. 

With the 
song’s catchy 
melody and 
simple lyrics, 
why is it then 
that it didn’t 
win the Metro- 
pop Music 
Festival, even 
when pre¬ 
liminary polls 
showed the 
song sitting 
atop the list of 
14 finalists? 

Aguilar still 
gets emotional 
about this 
loss and said 
he was just 

as surprised as the rest of the crowd when his song 
wasn’t crowned as the winner. His entry, in fact, was a 
classic case of Tm-just-here-with-my-friend’. A fellow 
musician tricked him into thinking that they were going 
to head out for a day in the movies but what they were 
actually going to do is go to the Metropop office to fill¬ 
up entry forms. “Tapos wala na, kinalimutan ko nayun. 
Kasi nga hindi ko naman talaga gusto. Hanggang isang 
araw, may tumawag na lang sa akin, sabi number one 
daw yung kanta ko, pasok sa finals. Ang saya-saya ko 
naman, eh di nagsisigaw ako dun sa amin, kinwento 
ko sa mga kasama ko ... Nung araw ng Metropop, pad 
nung rehearsal pa lang, lahat ng tao dun napapatigil. 
May mga nagpupukpok dun kasi inaayos pa nila yung 
Folk Arts Theater habang nag re- rehearse ako. Nung 


nagsimula ako, sige lang ang pukpok nila, pagtapos 
ko kumanta, tahimik na yung theater. Tsaka sila bigla 
lahat nagpalakpakan ... Nung hindi ako nanalo, buong 
theater nag-boo. Lahat sila, ‘Boo! Boo!’ Pern alam 
mo, nobody wrote about that. Up to this day, walang 
nagsabing ganyan yung reaksyon ng crowd,” he 
remarked. 

A year later, Aguilar would once again join the 
second Metropop for the song Bulag, Pipi at Bingi 
(Isang Pag-aalay), as written by Snaffu Rigor, and win 
the Grand Prize. But it was a little too late and reeked 
heavily of being a PR move as at that time, Aguilar’s 
Anak had already exploded in the Asian music scene. 
One Japanese music producer even claimed to have 
traveled to the Philippines for the sole purpose of find¬ 
ing Aguilar’s female counterpart. Many also speculate 
that the reason he didn’t win the first time around was 
because he didn’t have much clout with the Marcos 
government. Since First Daughter Imee Marcos was 
one of the organizers, the song chosen to win would 
need the Palace’s stamp of approval. Reason enough, 
one supposes, for Aguilar to be one of quite a number 
of musicians to take on the mantle of activists a few 
years later when Ninoy Aquino was assassinated. His 
rendition of Bayan Ko would be the anthem for most 
peaceful protests at the time of the first People Power 
Revolution. “I’ve always been patriotic. Mahal ko ang 
Pilipinas. Hanggang ngayon naman, nagsusulat pa 


ako ng mga kanta na gusto kong makatulong sa mga 
kababayan natin,”he said. FI is latest offering was 
a song about the elections, which he uploaded on 
Youtube, claiming he just wants to enlighten the minds 
of the public. 

THE CONTROVERSY 

II of his success with Anak and 
subsequent hits like, Magdalena 
and Estudyante Blues, as well as 
his efforts towards political and 
social change, went out the window, 
however, when it was revealed middle of last year that 
he was dating a 16-year-old girl. The memes started 


“Nakagawa kasi ako ng melody na 
napaka-simyAz and yet kapag narinig 
mo siya, para kang mahu- hook nung 
melody. Ang pag-aaral ko dun sa 
kanta, kung bakit siya lumakas ng 
ganun ka-sikat is because the melody 
is very simple at nagka-taon na wala 
pang nakasulat ng ganung klaseng 
kanta before,” he remarked of the 
song’s success. 
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making its rounds in social media. The paparazzi 
started following him everywhere, hoping to catch a 


photo of him and his girlfriend il flagrante. All of a 
sudden, the country’s golden boy, who in the whole of 
his 36-year career seemed impervious to scandal, was 
the one selling the newspapers and the magazines; at 
the age of 60, no less. 

“Why should you 
listen to people 
harassing you, and 
telling you how to 
live your life? No 
way! Sino ba kayo ?” 


“I’ve always believed na kapag nasa tama ka, 
kapag righteous ka, panindigan moyun. It may not 
be popular at that time, pern paninindigan mo yun, 
kasi alam mo nasa tama ka. Why should you listen 
to people harassing you, and telling you how to live 
your life? No way! Sino ba kayo? Kaya ka lang naman 
mapupunta dun sa popular side, na hindi, hindi tama 
yang ginagawa mo. Kaya ka nase-sway na mapunta 
dun is because hindi ka naniniwalang tama yung 
ginagawa mo. Nagdududa ka rin,” he philosophized. 
That’s rock ‘n roll for you. 

The almost 45-year age gap between the two held 
the nation transfixed for a good long while but Aguilar 
never gave in to his critics. For him, it was just busi¬ 
ness as usual. Some portions of the controversy were 
probably used for a bit of PR for his newly-opened bar, 
Ka Freddie’s, like the time his daughter went on air and 


DOUBLE "BESTOF~ALBUM-7Qminutes 


His rendition of 
Bayan Ko would 
be the anthem 
for most peaceful 
protests at the time 
of the first People 
Power Revolution. 
“I’ve always been 
patriotic. Mahal 
ko ang Pilipinas. 
Hanggang ngayon 
naman, nagsusulat 
pa ako ng mga 
kanta na gusto kong 
makatulong sa mga 
kababayan natin, ” 
he said. 


Freddie 




bashed him for his relationship. “Hindi ko pinatulan 
yun. Kung pinatulan ko pa yun eh di siguro ngayon 
maysarili na kaming reality show,” he quipped. For 
Aguilar, the so-called ‘controversy’ was actually a 
non-issue and he pushed through with his wedding 
to his teenaged bride in November of last year, after 
converting to Islam. 

Much can be asked about Aguilar’s career; is he 
a one-hit wonder? Is he still relevant today? Flow 
many artists of today are influenced by his music? To 
Aguilar, however, it’s a case of ‘controlled success’. Fie 
does what he likes to do, when he wants to do it, and 
how he wants to do it. Yet, despite the devil-may-care 
attitude, he remains humble in his career (“I don’t think 
I’m that good. I may have given a good show, but no, 
I’m not that good. Look, kapag maynagsabi sayo na 
ikawang pinakamagaling na drummer, tapos naniwala 
ka, dun ka matatalo.). He likes making music and he 
gets a kick out of changing people’s perceptions. And 
he just really, really likes living under the radar.Q 
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INTERNATIONAL WOMAN 



PHOTOGRAPHY BY TONY KELLY 


S picing up the cliched 
sexy secretary routine, 
PLAYBOY US' Miss July 
2014 gives us a devilish 
peek into the PLAYBOY offices with 
her pictorial. A model from Surrey, 
Emily Agnes.first caught the public's 
attention when photos of her 
wearing a sinfully revealing gown 
went viral through various London 
publications. 

Since then, this English honey's 
fame catapulted and eventually 
led her to this playful pictorial. "I 
loved playing the sexy secretary," 
she says, "and I'm really good 
at massages, so I'd give my boss 
plenty of neck rubs." 

"A well-groomed man in a suit, 
with a bit of power? Oh yeah, 
that can be awfully nice. I would 


definitely work after hours with 
him," she mischievously explained. 
"Men in suits are great, but I have 
a secret thing for builders and 
workmen. I love a lad who's rough 
ana ready." 

This fascination with ruggedly 
handsome men is also one of the 
reasons why Miss July loves British 
gangster films. In particular, "I 
love Danny Dyer in Vendetta, Guy 
Ritchie's RocknRolla, and Jason 
Statham in Snatch. I told you I fancy 
the rugged type." 

When asked about her ambitions 
as a Playmate, she succinctly 
responded, "I want to represent the 
beauty, poise, and class that Brits 
have to offer." If you ask us, Emily 
Agnes is one more reason for the 
world to be thankful for the Brits. 
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"I loved playing the^sexy secretary, "she says, "and I'm rea< 
massages, so I'd give my boss plenty of neck rubs: 
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IN OUR SEARCH FOR THE 

BEST NSFW LYRICS OF ALL 



THE 

NOTORIOUS 

B.I.G. 

(featuring R. Kelly) 

“FUCK YOU 
TONIGHT 9 

Quiet-storm seduction 
sheathed in a dirty condom. 
Only the late Christopher 
Wallace and, ahem, R. 

Kelly could make such 
a hellaciously filthy and 
crass declaration of intent 
("You must be used to 
me spending/And all 
that sweet wining and 
dining/Well, I'm fuckin' you 
tonight"} sound so bubble- 
bath romantic. Pro Tip to 
the Fellas: If you slip this 
onto one of your sexy-time 
playlists, you'd better hope 
your lady friend has a well- 


By Craig Marks and 
Rob Tannenbaum 











CeeLo Green 


Alanis 

Morissette 


"YOU OUGHTA KNOW" 


Truthfully, the twisted 
accusation "Are 
you thinking of me 
when you fuck her?" 
isn't even the most 
memorable blue line 
from Morissette's 
monster 1995 
breakthrough single. 
That honor goes to one 
of the greatest sexual 
-humble-brags ever spat 
at an ex: "Would she 
go down on you in a 
theater?" Alanis, to her 
credit, never revealed 
the identity of the 
ungrateful moviegoer, 
but when Dave Coulier, 
best known as Uncle 
-Joey on the goopy 
TV sitcom Full House, 
told an interviewer 
the song was probably 
about him, all of North 
America groaned a 
collective "Ewww." 



'FUCK YOU' 


L 


The most irresistible F-bomb in Top 40 history. 
Although CeeLo's profane middle finger to a gold¬ 
digging ex and her Ferrari-driving beau had to be 
smuggled onto the charts as "Forget You/' you just 
know the censors didn't have their shriveled hearts 
in it this time. Thanks to the combination of the 
track's finger-popping Motown bounce, Green's 
churchy tenor and the unbridled exuberance of the 
chorus's expletive—"I see you driving 'round town 
with the girl I love/And I'm like, 'Fuck you!' "—this 
is like getting cursed at by one of those big yellow 
smiley faces. So fuck you! (And fuck her too!) 




SUPERCHUNK 


Every music genre needs its 
"Take This Job and Shove It," 
and thus this 1990 anthem 
from North Carolina -indie- 
rock lifers Superchunk became 
the protest song for Kinko's 
dead-enders in college towns 
nationwide who dreamed of 
flipping off their lazy bosses 


so they could devote time 
to their Pixies-influenced 
sock-puppet troupe The 
competition is heated, but 
'I'm working/But I'm not 
working for you!/Slack 
motherfucker!" could be the 
best use of the sweariest of 
swear words in a song. 


MACKLEMORE 
& RYAN LEWIS 

(featuring Wans) 
“Thrift Shop” 


Parents: If you happen 
upon your angelic, 
adorable five-year-old 
singing, "This is fucking 
awesome," blame 
Macklemore. And if you're 
not a parent, well, fuck 
that guy anyhow. 




SUPERCHUNK 


"PRECIOUS" 

In this early punk classic, 
singer Chrissie Hynde has 
the hots for some rock 
stud, and the feeling is 
entirely mutual. She likes 
the way he crosses the 
street; he bruises her 
hip in bed; they have 
sex all over Cleveland, 
etc. Finally, as the song 
peaks, she decides it's 
time to bail: "Trapped 


in a world that they 
never made/But not me 
baby/I'm too precious/1 
had to fuck off." Except 
she swallows "I had to," 
and so what you hear is 
Hynde spitting "fuck off" 
at her fuck buddy with 
the same ferocity Johnny 
Rotten reserved for the 
queen of England. 


Lis 

Phair 


FUCK AND RUN 



Twenty-something 
Oberlin graduate 
Phair wakes up in yet 
another rando's bed, 
more bummed than 
angry with herself, 
more exasperated than 
enraged with the man- 
child next to her. "I can 
feel It in my bones/I'm 
gonna spend another 
year alone," goes the 
weary bridge, and then 
the pickax -chorus: 

"It's fuck and run, fuck 
and run/Even when I 
was 17/Fuck and run, 
fuck and run /Even 
when I was 12," It's an 
acute depiction of the 
despair that sometimes 
accompanies freedom, 
and it's as hum¬ 
mable as a Subway 
commercial. 
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AZEALIA BANKS 

(featuring hazy Jay) 

Thanks to her multifaceted use of the C word on her staggering 
debut single, fans of this Harlem rapper, a la Justin Bieber's 
Beliebers, have taken to calling themselves Kunts. (Kool!) At 
the end of the first verse, Banks brags that she's so fine even 
your straight girlfriend will want to "lick my plum.'" "I guess 
that cunt getting eaten/' she repeats four times, in case you 
missed it the first three. Later, she taunts her competitors {Nicki 
Minaj?): " Who are you, bitch, new lunch?/rn>a ruin you, 
cunt/' Pro Tip to the Fellas, Part 2: Forget what you just read, 
and never, ever speak this word in any context. {Exception: 
drunken Scotsmen, Then it's funny.) 



Prince 

"LET'S PRETEND 
WE'RE MARRIED" 


It's hard as fuck to pick 
only one Prince song. 
We could have gone 
with "Sexy M.F./ "Erotic 
City/ even "Irresistible 
Bitch.” In "Let's Pretend 
We're Married," a 
frisky New Wave dance 
tune from the album 
1999, a guy who's been 
dumped spots a single 
lady named Marsha and 
tries to seduce her with 
frankness and humor. 
Tm not saying this just 
to be nasty /1 sincerely 
wanna fuck the taste 
outta your mouth/ 
Prince hisses, A song 
so filthy, Eddie Murphy 
turned it off when 
he drove his Porsche 
928 past St. Patrick's 
Cathedral in 1983. 


Presided 


m 


v> 


Dead Kennedys “Too Drunk to Fuck” 



When you name your San Francisco-based 
punk band Dead Kennedys, releasing 
a single called "Too Drunk to Fuck" is 
no biggie. In 1981 the song remarkably 
reached the Top 40 on the U K, singles 
chart; in listings the title was excised to 
"Too Drunk To," (To what? Gob?) Best 
couplet: "You give me head/lt makes it 
worse/Take out your fuckin' retainer/Put 
it in your purse," 




Korn 

Let's face it: Cursing is 
inarticulate. Humans have been 
speaking for at least 10,000 
years, and when angered the 
best response we can compose 
is "Fuck you"? The grim rap- 
rock band Korn hinted at this 
paradox in its hilarious 2003 
song "Y'all Want a Single," a 
petulant reply to its record label's 
request for a hit song. Jonathan 
-Davis, who worked as a 
mortician before he was a singer, 
shouts, "Fuuuckthat, fuuuck 
that," over and over, tallying 89 
fucks in the song, an average of 
one every 2,2 seconds. 


TUPAC 

“HIT ‘EM UP” 



Rap's three greatest 
diss songs are Jay 
Z's "Takeover,” Nas's 
"Ether" and Tupac's 
"Hit 'Em Up." Jay 
Z's attack on Mas is 
methodical, rooted in 
the accusation that 
he'd made only one 
great album, lllmatic 
In reply, Nas bundles a 
series of taunts at Jay 
Z: He calls him ugly and 
a sellout and dubs him 
Gay-Z (this was before 
Jay was on it with 
Beyonce). But these 


are Hallmark friendship 
cards compared with 
the Tupac song, 
which is vicious and 
unrelenting, the Keyser 
Sdze of diss songs, Pac 
insults Biggie Smalls ("I 
fucked your bitch, you 
fat motherfucker”) and 
everyone in his orbit, 
including Puff Daddy 
and Lil' Kim, Pac's 
flames ignited the East 
Coast-West Coast rap 
wars, which culminated 
in his and Biggie's 
murders. 


ANTI- 

NOWHERE 

LEAGUE 


'SO WHAT' 


Cursing: It's 
fucking fun! Just 
ask the loutish 
English punk group 
Anti-Nowhere 
League, who must 
have pissed their 
bondage jeans 
recording this 1981 
seven-inch B-side: 
"And I fucked 
a sheep/And I 
fucked a goat/I've 
had my cock right 
down its throat/So 
what." Ironically, 
"So What" became 
the band's meal 
ticket when metal 
superstars Metallica 
covered it on their 
Garage Inc. album. 
"Metallica bought 
me a Harley," said 
lead singer Nick 
"Animal" C ulmer. 



THE 

FUGS 

“CIA MAN” 


From the same New York antiwar freaks who gave you the smash hits "Coca Cola Douche" and "Kill 
for Peace”—not to mention the lyric 'Tm not ever gonna go to Vietnam /1 prefer to stay right here and 
screw your mom"—comes this mocking folk-rock hootenanny that's nearly the plot of a Jason Bourne 
movie. "Who can kill a general in his bed?/Overthrow dictators if they're Red?/Fucking-a man! CIA 
man!" In the late 1960s the FBI described the Fugs' debut album in an internal memo as "vulgar and 
repulsive," Thanks for the compliment, J, Edgar Hoover! 


I 
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TREY PARKER & MARC SHAIMAN 


‘UNCLE FUCK A 


, aw 
L an 


When critics complained that South Park was nothing but fart jokes, co¬ 
creators Trey Parker and Matt Stone introduced Terrance and Phillip, whose 
cartoon show within the cartoon show revels in gas-based toilet humor. Early 
in Parker and Stone's 1999 feature film South Park: Bigger, Longer & Uncut , the 
kids watch a Terrance and Phillip movie in which the duo quickly bursts into 
a faux-Broadway tune, "Uncle Fucka," which begins, "Shut your fucking face, 
uncle fucka/You're a cock-sucking, ass-licking uncle fucka." Every adult in the 
theater leaves, but the boys remain seated, admiring (and soon imitating) this 
awesome display of filth. One of the songs from the movie was nominated for 
an Academy Award. It was not "Uncle Fucka." 




Sex 

Pistols 

“BODIES” 

In December 1976 
the Sex Pistols 
shocked a nation 
of prim, umbrella¬ 
carrying tea drinkers 
by swearing multiple 
times (a pair of shits 
and three fucks—a 
full house!) on a 
six p.m. TV news 
program. They 
were instantly on 
the front page of 
British newspapers, 
with headlines such 

as FURY AT FILTHY TV 
CHAT and FOUR-LETTER 
PUNK ROCK GROUP IN 

tv storm. For their 
debut album they 
recorded "Bodies," 
in which Johnny 
Rotten swears not 
for fun or outrage, 
like most singers, 
but at the horror of 
humanity. "Fuck this 
and fuck that/Fuck 
it all and fuck a 
fucking brat," he 
hollers, making each 
fuck a percussive 

Splat. SEX PISTOLS IN 
NEW 'FOUR LETTER' 

storm, The Sun soon 
reported. 


MARIANNE FAITHFULL 


“WHY’D 

Faithfull was an English 
rose, the most gorgeous 
blonde in swinging 
London, with schoolgirl 
eyes, a sweet singing 
voice and Mick Jagger 
at her side. Then came 
heroin addiction, 
homelessness and a 
suicide attempt (via 150 
sleeping pills). You can 
hear all that -misery, 
plus about 5 million 
cigarettes, on her 1979 
album, Broken English, 
which she has called an 
"exorcismA highlight is 


YA DO IT” 

"Why'd Ya Do It," a raging 
response to infidelity 
sung in a witchy voice 
two octaves below Lauren 
Bacall's range. "Why'd ya 
let her suck your cock?" 
Faithfull demands. "Every 
time I see your dick, I 
see her cunt in my bed." 
When she first sang it 
onstage, to people who 
remembered her as an 
innocent, they were 
"absolutely staggered," 
she said. "I'd see people's 
jaws dropping" Yours 
might too. 


THE DOORS 



Elmer Valentine, co-founder of Whisky a Go Go, the 
L.A. club where the Doors got their start, said of Jim 
Morrison, "He was kind of ahead of his time on certain 
things—like swearing." Indeed, Morrison was a proud 
troublemaker and button-pusher, as well as a drunk, 
which combined to make him the William Shakespeare 
of cussing singers—most notoriously in "The End," 
an oedipal melodrama that climaxes with Morrison 
telling his father, "I want to kill you," then saying to 
his mother, "I want to fuck you." The first time the 
Doors played "The End" at the Whisky, they were fired. 
In 1967, when Morrison's kindly mother, Clara, came 
to see the Doors at a show in Washington, D.C., he 
screamed his illicit urge, then looked at his mom, who 
stood on the side of the stage, stunned. We get it, Jim. 
You're a rebel. 



The song, written by longtime 
playboy contributor Shel Silverstein, 
tells the story of a guy who 
"grew up mean" because he was 
taunted for having a girl's name. 
He vows to kill the dad who 
named him Sue, and the song 
culminates in a bloody barroom 
brawl between the two. When 
Cash debuted "Sue" at San 
Quentin State Prison in 1969, the 
inmates roared. It then topped 
the country chart for five weeks— 
though only after Cash's record 
company bleeped out "son of 
a bitch" and "damn." In 1979 
singer Carlene Carter described 
herself to a New York audience 
as "the gal who put the 'cunt' 
in country." She didn't know her 
stepdad, Johnny Cash, had flown 
to New York City to surprise her. 
"My dad didn't speak to me for 
about a year," she said. Kinda 
hypocritical, no? 


PLAYBOY 


RAGE 

AGAINST 

THE 

MACHINE 


"KILLING IN 
THE NAME" 


When "Killing in the 
Name" became an 
unlikely U.K. hit in 
late 2009, the BBC 
invited Rage Against 
the Machine—an 
American hard-rock 
band notorious 
for its contempt 
for -authority—to 
play it live on a 
breakfast show, 
politely requesting 
that Rage omit the 
"Fuck you, I won't 
do what you tell 
me" refrain. Defying 
the network, vocalist 
Zack de la Rocha 
fired off four fucks, 
causing millions of 
Brits to gag on their 
scones before the 
host shouted, "Get 
rid of it," and a BBC 
engineer faded out 
the performance. In 
effect, Rage had told 
the BBC, "Fuck you, 

I won't do what you 
tell me." Who was 
surprised by that 
outcome? 


JOHNNY 

CASH 
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DJ ARRA PASCUAL TURNS IT 
UP FOR HER SULTRY 
PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES 
DEBUT. 
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HAIR & MAKE UP BY 
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L et our Playmate of the Month 

guide you into a night of music and 
indulgence immortalized on our very 
pages. You may know her as the 
international DJ who has been killing 
it with her fantastic mixes and fresh 
mash-ups in some of the hottest dubs both 
here and abroad. This month, get to know Arra 
Pascual more as our Miss September. 

'Tve been exposed to various forms of music 
because I came from a family of musicians. While 
I almost pursued a legal career, a stroke of luck 
led me to this path. I discovered my hidden skill 
in beatmatching while messing about with a 
friend's CDJ deck. I became thoroughly fascinated 
with DJing and I deeply studied its aspects. I was 
approached by an experienced DJ who trained 
me further in the art. The rest is history/' she 
recounted. 

The past year has been crazy for Arra. From 
being stuck in a dead-end job that she never 
felt particularly passionate about, she now has a 
stellar DJ career that grants her the opportunity 
to travel to countless cities abroad and spin for 
the biggest, wildest raves in world-class clubs. 
After touring around South East Asia and the 
Middle East, this Playmate is primed to conquer 
US and Europe sometime this year. 

"This October, we're hitting US shores with 
fresh original tracks. I've been hard at work in 
producing mixes and mash-ups these past few 
months but I'm releasing my original tracks in 
time with this PLAYBOY cover. Fingers crossed, 
we're going to Europe before the year ends," she 
enthused. 

It's an exciting time for this sultry DJ and it's 
a daunting challenge to go global in this EDM- 
ridden world. Still, this Playmate is fueled by the 
very prospect of facing that challenge. "When 
I am most nervous and excited, that's where I 
get my high. It's a male-dominated industry out 
there. I just need to work thrice as hard," she 
asserted. 

When not hard at work in making the crowd 
go wild with her music, Arra revealed that she's 
a very different person. She enjoys moments of 
clarity and inner peace. As a yoga practitioner, 
she meditates daily. Scantily-clad and seductive 
she may seem when spinning in clubs, she has 
a serious and introspective side as well. With 
piercing eyes set to rock the entire world with her 
music, we're sure our Miss September will knock 
'em dead. Q 




I'VE BEEN HARD AT WORK IN 

PRODUCING MIXES AND MASH-UPS THESE PAST FEW MONTHS 
BUT I'M RELEASING MY ORIGINAL TRACKS IN TIME WITH THIS 

PLAYBOY COVER ‘ 

















'WHEN I AM MOST NERVOUS AND EXCITED. THAT'S WHERE I GET MY HIGH. IT'S A 
MALE-DOMINATED INDUSTRY OUT THERE. I JUST NEED TO WORK THRICE AS HARD.' 







NAME: ARRA PASCUAL 

DATE OF BIRTH: OCTOBER 3, 1992 
PLACE OF BIRTH: QUEZON CITY 
HEIGHT: 51" 

WEIGHT: 80 LBS. 

BUST: 32" WAIST: 24" HIPS: 33" 

TURN-ON: INTELLIGENCE MIXED WITH KILLER 
CONFIDENCE 

TURN-OFF: ARROGANCE AND CLOSE 
MINDEDNESS 

WHAT'S THE SEXIEST PIECE OF CLOTHING YOU 
OWN AND HOW OFTEN DO YOU WEAR IT? 

MY DJ TSHIRT. I'LL WEAR IT ONLY ON SPECIAL 
OCCASIONS. 

WHAT TERM OF ENDEARMENT DO YOU 
WANT MEN TO CALL YOU? BABY. I LIKE BEING 
PAMPERED WITH SO MUCH LOVE. 

DOES SIZE MATTER? I'M 5'1" AND I MATTER. 
YES, I THINK EVERY SIZE MATTERS. 





PART YjokcS V 


What's the fastest way to get fired from sperm bank? 
Everytime someone walks in just say, "Get a load of this guy. 


I think my girlfriend is confused." A man told his buddy. "When I said I 
liked it rough I was talking about the sex, not the entire relationship." 

/\ recent study has found that women who carry a little extra weight 
live longer than the men who mention it. 

Wh, will a woman never be the one to propose? Because as soon as 
she gets on her knees, he'll start to unzip his pants. 


I think my wife is selling drugs," a man confided in his friend. "Yesterday 
I was running late for work and the phone rang. I answered it, but before 
I could say anything, a male voice on the line said, 'Hey, honey, is that 
dope gone yet?"' 

What's wrong?" a man asked his cubicle mate. "My girlfriend told me I 
have an intimacy problem," the co-worker answered. "I don't understand 
how she could say that. She doesn't really know me." 

What's the difference between a drunk driver and a stoned driver? The 
drunk driver will blow through a stop sign without even noticing it; the 
stoned driver will wait for it to turn green. 


Strip down, facing me," the woman said. The man followed her 
instructions but soon realized they were directions for swiping his credit 
card. Now he's no longer allowed in the grocery store. 

D id you see Sofia Vergara's new shoes? Neither did she. 

H ow might a man make Kim Kardashian's eyes twinkle? Shine a 
flashlight in her ear. 

T he shinbone is a device for finding furniture in the dark room. 

Wh, do Americans choose from two people for president but 50 for 
Miss America? 

How often do you masturbate?" a doctor asked his patient. "About 
four times a day," the patient said. "Do you think you can stop?" the 
doctor asked. "Why?" the man asked. The doctor replied, "Because I'm 
trying to examine you." 

G 0 out and get me something that makes me look sexy," a wife told 
her husband. He went out and came back drunk. 

What do a clitoris, an anniversary and a toilet have in common? Men 
usually miss all three. 
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W hen actors list other actors they deeply admire, Gary 

Oldman's name inevitably shoots to the top. Sid Vicious, 
Dracula, Beethoven, Lee Harvey Oswald, The Dark Knight's 
Commissioner Gordon, Harry Potter's Sirius Black— 
Oldman's range is so staggering, a video meme went 
around recently called "20 Gary Oldman Accents in 60 Seconds." Google it 
in awe. He's Meryl Streep for dudes. 

Like all great character actors, the man is less familiar than the roles he 
plays, which makes sitting down with him intriguing. His films have grossed 
more than Leo's, Will's, Brad's or Denzel's, yet Oldman remains as blank as a 
stare from George Smiley, the "breathtakingly ordinary" British intelligence 
officer Oldman plays in Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy. That part earned him a 
2012 Academy Award nomination for best actor. This July he leads the 
human resistance in Dawn of the Planet of the Apes. 

Born Gary Leonard Oldman in London on March 21, 1958, he grew up 
working-class and dropped out of school at 16. His father abandoned the 
family when Gary was young, but the budding actor later won a scholarship 
to Rose Bruford College of Theatre and Performance. Acclaim on stage 
gave way to audacious movie roles, first in the 1986 punk-rock biopic Sid 
& Nancy and, the following year, in Prick Up Your Ears, in which Oldman 
plays gay playwright Joe -Orton. But it was portraying Oswald to newsreel 
precision in Oliver Stone's JFK in 1991 that had -critics—and other actors— 
calling him Hollywood's best new talent. Life wasn't always rosy. Years of 
hard drinking, four marriages (including one to Uma Thurman) and a few 
behind-the-scenes controversies kept him lying low. Of being famous, 
Oldman, who has three children, once said, "I haven't got any energy for 
it." 

Contributing Editor David Hochman, who last interviewed Jonah Hill, sat 
down with Oldman over two consecutive days in a suite at the L'Ermitage 
hotel in Beverly Hills, a venue that stirred certain unchaste memories 
for the actor (stay tuned). Hochman also discovered that hanging with 
Oldman is a two-fer. "Gary's longtime manager and producing partner, 
Douglas Urbanski, sat in with us and hung on our every word," Hochman 
says. "If the name sounds familiar, it's probably from hearing Urbanski 
on conservative talk radio, where he frequently fills in as a guest host for 
Rush Limbaugh and Michael Savage. He also plays Harvard president Larry 
-Summers in The Social Network. At first I worried -Urbanski might hog the 
spotlight, but Oldman clearly saw the interview as a rare opportunity to 
speak his mind like never before." 



OLDMAN 


A candid conversation with one of 
Hollywood’s best actors about acting, 
political correctness and his defense 
of Mel Gibson and Alec Baldwin 


PLAYBOY: Let's begin with an impressive factoid. Based on lead and 
supporting roles, you are one of the highest-grossing actors in movie 
history, with films earning nearly $10 billion at the box office worldwide. 
That must feel amazing. 

OLDMAN: I suppose it should. 

PLAYBOY: Any working actor would want a career like yours. 

OLDMAN: Except me. 

PLAYBOY: Wait. You're not happy with your career? 

OLDMAN: It's not that so much as there's a perfectionism with me. 
PLAYBOY: When you look back at your credits, what makes you say, "I 
could have done better"? 

OLDMAN: Most of it. 

PLAYBOY: Really? You don't like Sid & Nancy ? 

OLDMAN: I don't like myself in the movie, no. Frankly, I didn't want to 
make it in the first place. I was talked into it at the time. And now, if I flip 
through the channels and come upon it, it's "Fuck! Sid & Nancy" and off 
it goes. I don't think I played Sid Vicious very well. I don't like the way I 
look in Prick Up Your Ears. I wasn't the right person to play Beethoven and 
turned it down half a dozen times. 

PLAYBOY: The Dark Knight ? Harry Potter ? 

OLDMAN: It was work. 

PLAYBOY: Uh, The Fifth Element ? 

OLDMAN: Oh no. I can't bear it. 

PLAYBOY: You do realize you're considered one of cinema's all-time 
greats, right? 

OLDMAN: It's all so subjective, you know? I guess I shouldn't complain. 
I've learned over the years that people get upset when they tell you 
something is their favorite movie and you go, "Really? You liked that 
piece of shit?" That's the sort of thing Sean Penn would say. So I now 
tell people, "Thank you, that's great," and move on. But you know, I 
remember John Lennon saying that if he could, he'd go back and burn 
most of the work the Beatles did. He said he'd re-record all the fucking 
songs, and I get that. Most of my work I would just stomp into the ground 
and start over again. 

PLAYBOY: Come on. Even Bram Stoker's Dracula7 
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OLDMAN: Look, I think there's been some really 
good work along the way, good moments. I can 
look at certain movies and think. That scene was 
good, or, There's something I was trying to get 
at. It was the most thrilling experience watching 
myself for the first time in JFK, for example, 
because I couldn't believe I was in it—Oliver 
Stone at the very height of his powers, the 
sheer energy of it all, his commitment. When I 
saw the finished product I had to pinch myself. I 
thought, Wow, I'm in this movie. This is terrific. 
Or to do a role like Smiley in Tinker Tailor and 
to work with someone like John Hurt, who had 
been such a towering figure from my younger 
days. Every day I was like a fanboy. I fainted at 
his feet. 

But I'm 56 now, and if you've managed to 
work as long as I have, you understand that 
these roles everyone fusses over are your career; 
they're not your life. It's just a job, really. You 
have financial responsibilities, you have children, 
you have all those things all the regular people 
have. Honestly, I forget I'm an actor until I'm 
reminded. 

PLAYBOY: You're probably not hurting for 
movie offers. What made you do Dawn of the 
Planet of the Apes ? 

OLDMAN: I love the franchise. I was a fan, as 
we all were, of the original films. I thought the 
script was very good. 

PLAYBOY: And it was a big payday, no doubt. 
OLDMAN: Yes, but other big paydays come my 
way and I go, "Would I want to be part of that? 
No, thank you." This one had a pedigree. 
PLAYBOY: What's it like working with a bunch 
of damn dirty apes? 

OLDMAN: Well, it's hard being around the 
apes, because they're basically just actors in 
weird diving suits with dots on their faces and 
cameras on their heads. Their mannerisms and 
facial expressions were ap e-like, which was fun 
to watch. But the finished look comes later, 
through rendering and special effects. When 
I did Dracula and Hannibal I spent hours each 
morning having the makeup glued and strapped 
to my face. On Dracula the hair alone was a 
major tribulation. But making Planet of the Apes 
I had no idea what my co-stars actually looked 
like. I mean, Charlton Heston was filming with 
the apes. I used to love those behind-the-scenes 
pictures where you'd see an ape with a great 
big cigarette holder or a bottle of Coca-Cola 
in his hand—that old-time movie magic. It's not 
like that now. 

PLAYBOY: What's this sequel about? 

OLDMAN: We are 10 or 15 years on from the 
last movie. The simian flu has pretty much taken 
care of the world's population except those who 
were immune to it. Those who did survive are 
facing chaos and complete societal breakdown. 
It's apocalyptic. I'm a designated leader in the 
small community of humans trying to reestablish 
some kind of order to life as it was, having 
experienced my own personal tragedy in it. It's 
a fragile peace between man and ape, and my 
character is hoping the two factions can co¬ 
exist. It's like putting life back together after 
Hiroshima or something. 

PLAYBOY: It sounds pretty bleak. 

OLDMAN: The ultimate message is more 
hopeful, but yeah, it's a rather dark view of the 
future. 

PLAYBOY: What's your view of the future? Are 
you optimistic about where society is heading? 
OLDMAN: [Pauses] You're asking Gary? 
PLAYBOY: Yes. 

OLDMAN: I think we're up shit creek without a 
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paddle or a compass. 

PLAYBOY: How so? 

OLDMAN: Culturally, politically, everywhere you 
look. I look at the world, I look at our leadership 
and I look at every aspect of our culture and 
wonder what will make it better. I have no idea. 
Any night of the week you only need to turn 
on one of these news channels and watch for 
half an hour. Read the newspaper. Go online. 
Our world has gone to hell. I listen to the 
radio and hear about these lawsuits and about 
people like this high school volleyball coach 
who took it upon herself to get two students to 
go undercover to do a marijuana bust. You're 
a fucking volleyball coach! This is not 21 Jump 
Street 

Or these helicopter parents who overschedule 
their children. There's never any unsupervised 
play to develop skills or learn about hierarchy 
in a group or how to share. The kids honestly 
believe they are the center of the fucking 
universe. But then they get out into the real 
world and it's like, "Shit, maybe it's not all about 
me," and that leads to narcissism, depression 
and anxiety. These are just tiny examples, grains 
of sand in a vast desert of what's fucked-up in 
our world right now. As for the people who 
pass for heroes in entertainment today, don't 
even get me started. 

PLAYBOY: Well, since you started. 

OLDMAN: It's like the old saying about 
mediocrity: The mediocre are always at their 
best. They never let you down. -Reality TV to me 
is the museum of social decay. And what passes 
for music—it's all on that plateau. Who's the 
hero for young people today? Some idiot who 
can't fucking sing or write or who's shaking her 
ass and twerking in front of 11-year-olds. 

I have two teenage sons and they occasionally 
turn me on to stuff—Arcade Fire, hip-hop or 
whatever. I go, "Wow, that's interesting." And 
I do watch television. I'm a huge fan of long- 
form TV. Mad Men. I loved True Detective; 
Matthew McConaughey gets better and better. 
Boardwalk Empire, The Americans, House of 
Cards —oh God, I loved it. It makes me want 
to create a show and sit back and get all that 
mailbox money. 

I'm trying to give my sons an education 
about movies as well. You sit there and watch 
a comedy, let's say Meet the Fockers, and it's 
Robert De Niro. You tell them this guy was at 
one time considered the greatest living actor. 

My boys look at me and say, "Really? This 
guy? He's a middle-aged dad." So what I've 
tried to do recently is introduce them one by 
one to the great movies of the 1970s—The 
Godfather, Mean Streets, The Deer Hunter, Dog 
Day Afternoon, the work of Lindsay Anderson, 
Francis Ford Coppola, Martin Scorsese, Gene 
Hackman, Al Pacino, John Cazale, Peter Sellers. 

I try to give them a sense of what cinema 
used to be like rather than just these tentpole 
movies that come and go on demand within 
five minutes. Don't get me wrong; there are 
directors I would still want to work with—Wes 
Anderson, Paul Thomas Anderson. I've never 
worked with Todd Haynes. I love John Sayles. 

I've never worked with Scorsese. 

A great director is a great artist. I felt that 
way with Alfonso Cuardn on Harry Potter and 
the Prisoner of Azkaban. You could just tell 
being around him that he's a master, partly 
because he isn't afraid to say, "I fucked myself 
up over here." I remember a scene where he 
was scratching his head for two days, figuring 
out eye lines on 11 characters. "So we've got 


Harry and Hermione looking that way, and now 
we've got Snape, we've got Ron, we've got 
Sirius." Plus he had to match the movements 
to the mechanical set, which had walls that 
were moving and breathing. He was never 
embarrassed to say, "Christ, I've really got 
myself in a pickle here." And he worked it out. 

I love it when a director says, "I really don't 
know the answer to that." The thing you don't 
want a director to say is "Oh, it's exactly how I 
imagined it." 

The best directors are geniuses. I looked up 
the Playboy Interview with Stanley Kubrick, 
and it's remarkable how much knowledge that 
man had at his fingertips. You need a Ph.D. 
to understand it. His access to the memory of 
names—not only could he talk about a theory, 
but he could talk about what institute the 
person who devised the theory was from. It's a 
great read for a student of cinema like me. 
PLAYBOY: Which movie first grabbed your 
attention? 

OLDMAN: To me it was about the actors. It 
was Malcolm McDowell, Richard Harris, Albert 
Finney, Alan Bates, Peter -Sellers. And Tom 
Courtenay in films like The Loneliness of the 
Long Distance Runner. But probably the first 
movie to inspire me was a film directed by 
Bryan Forbes called The Raging Moon. Malcolm 
McDowell plays a sort of Cock o' the North 
character, a sporting guy, a bit of a lad with the 
ladies. And he comes down with a paralyzing 
disease; it may have been polio. He loses the use 
of his legs and is confined to a wheelchair and 
gets shunted off to one of those homes where 
they look after the disabled. I had never been 
in a school play, but watching that performance 
was a sort of moment of spiritual awakening 
when I thought, I want to do that. 

PLAYBOY: How did you get into acting? 
OLDMAN: We didn't have any money, but I 
would generate things. I wanted to learn the 
piano, so I saved my pocket money and bought 
a cheap secondhand piano and took lessons. I 
wanted a guitar, so I saved my pocket money 
and bought a guitar. I sometimes wish my boys 
were more like that. Maybe it's a generational 
thing. I was interested in performing, so I 
inquired at school. My math teacher told me 
about a local youth theater, and I went and met 
the artistic director. I told him I had this sort of 
ambition to be an actor, and he said, "Well, 
you would have to go to drama school, and you 
would have to have some pieces to audition." 

So that would have been the first time I ever 
really thought about a character. Oddly, it was a 
Joe Orton character. I didn't know a thing about 
him, but I found a speech from Entertaining 
Mr. Sloane. I was very good at just getting out 
there. Nothing was handed to me, that's for 
sure. My mother did everything she could for 
me, but I knew I had to do it on my own. I had 
to escape. 

PLAYBOY: What about your father? 

OLDMAN: I mean, just google it; it says, "Gary 
Oldman, son of welder." When I first arrived 
in America to promote Sid & Nancy I made 
the mistake of being overly forthcoming in 
interviews. I had no rule book. I was so naive. I 
was very happy where I was in the theater and 
thought doing a movie would be just a one- 
off thing. I should have just said, "I don't talk 
about family. Next question." Now, because 
of the internet and all that, people just go to 
the fucking morgue, open the drawer and 
write, "Son of welder, once married to Uma 
Thurman." I'm so tired of it. I sometimes 



fantasize about sitting down in a situation like 
this and actually saying, "You know, it was all 
made up. You will never know who my real 
father was. He wasn't a fucking welder. I was 
just having a lark with you all." 

PLAYBOY: Is there something wrong with being 
the son of a welder? 

OLDMAN: It's not so much that. It's that your 
life story is out of your control, [in a nasal 
vo/ce] "We read many stories after you directed 
your first film, Nil by Mouth, that said it was 
autobiographical and that your father used to 
beat your mother." 

PLAYBOY: And that's not true? 

OLDMAN: No, it's not true! You're hearing 
it from the horse's mouth. That character is 
not my dad. My mother never got beat up. 

That character was a composite—partly fiction 
and partly a kid I knew at school. It's not my 
personal story, but that's what the media 
wanted. Sorry, I get a little angry about these 
things. 

PLAYBOY: Your characters are always screaming 
their heads off. Is rage an issue for you in real 
life? Are you the guy shouting at the waiter 
when the food doesn't come fast enough? 
OLDMAN: I know what it means to do a job. 

I was a sales assistant in several places. I was 
a stockroom boy and did a lot of sweeping 
up. I worked in a factory. I respect people in 
the service industry. What irritates me more is 
when people aren't respectful. There's a lot of 
nonsense behavior, especially in a place like 
Hollywood. The money, the power, they create 
little monsters. 

PLAYBOY: If nothing else, you've found 
a profession that lets you channel anger 
through your characters. The scene in Leon: 

The Professional of you screaming, "Bring me 
everyone! 11 is a classic. 

OLDMAN: Again, I could take it or leave it 
personally. What's funny is that the line was a 
joke and now it's become iconic. I just did it one 
take to make the director, Luc Besson, laugh. 
The previous takes. I'd just gone, "Bring me 
everyone," in a regular voice. But then I cued 
the sound guy to slip off his headphones, and I 
shouted as loud as I could. That's the one they 
kept in the movie. When people approach me 
on the street, that's the line they most often say. 
It's either that or something from True Romance. 
PLAYBOY: Another amazing performance. You 
play Drexl Spivey, a dreadlocked pimp who's 
been called the coolest drug dealer in movie 
history. Please say you enjoyed that role. 
OLDMAN: It's a nice little turn. 

PLAYBOY: How did you transform into a white 
Rasta thug? 

OLDMAN: As soon as they told me, "Okay, 
there's this white guy who thinks he's black, and 
on top of that, he's a pimp," I thought, Yeah, 
l J d like to do that. When you add the matted 
hair and the eye and the fake teeth, it all comes 
pouring out. The Drexl voice came to me in New 
York one day. I heard a kid talking outside my 
trailer and literally pulled him in from the street 
and said, "Read this dialogue and tell me what 
you think." He read a couple of lines and said, 
"That's good, but it don't fly. I wouldn't say 
that." I said, "What would you say?" and he 
helped authenticate it so I could show up and 
become that character. 

PLAYBOY: Do people come up and say, "Get 
off my plane," like Harrison Ford says to you in 
Air Force One1 

OLDMAN: More than a few times. That movie 
had some enjoyable moments. I remember the 


flight deck was on a sound stage and there 
was a big sign that said no drinking, no smoking 
and no eating on set. At one point I looked over 
and Harrison was in the doorway beneath the 
sign with a burrito, a cigar and a cup of coffee, 
which I thought was hilarious. I could never get 
the image out of my head. Nowadays we would 
take out an iPhone and post something like that 
on Instagram. 

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about directors. How 
does someone like Francis Ford Coppola, who 
directed you in Dracula , differ from Christopher 
Nolan from the Dark Knight trilogy? 

OLDMAN: Well, Francis is a hero of mine. He's 
arguably the best American director but also a 
brilliant writer. Many people forget he won an 
Academy Award for the screenplay for Patton. 

I recently watched The Conversation again and 
couldn't believe how it stands up. I always tell 
students who want to be writers or directors 
that first on their list of what to watch should 
be The Godfather: Part tl, because in terms of 
camera, lighting, cinematography, composition, 
production design, costume, storytelling, writing 
and acting, it's flawless. It's a master class in 
filmmaking from soup to nuts. 

We didn't always see eye to eye on Dracula , 
but I have enormous respect for him. He's very 
forceful and lets you know exactly what he 
thinks. Chris Nolan is more about giving you 
really good notes. On The Dark Knight he'd do a 
take and then say something like "There's a little 
more at stake." Francis will shout at you during 
the take, "There's more at stake! You love her! 
No! Love her more than that!" He's like D.W. 
Griffith. 

PLAYBOY: Goth chicks must have been banging 
down your door after that movie. 

OLDMAN: It's funny. I used to have this little 
office on Melrose, and people would come 
and try to find me. An attractive young woman 
came in one day with a tattoo of Dracula on her 
breast and wanted my signature over it, Then 
she went and had my autograph tattooed. I was 
cool with that. 

PLAYBOY: Have you enjoyed your fair share of 
groupies? 

OLDMAN: I've had some wild nights in this 
hotel, actually. All sorts of goings on here when 
I was younger. Hef would be proud of me. 

I've probably had fewer than others but more 
than some, I suppose. I don't get the whole 
autograph thing, though, or taking selfies with 
somebody. But so be it. People say nice things, 
though I don't always particularly believe it. I 
guess I wish I could enjoy it more. I look in the 
mirror and think, God, how did I ever fucking 
make a movie? But there were definitely some 
wild times. 

PLAYBOY: Give us one. 

OLDMAN: There's an amusing story about a 
trip up to San Francisco fueled largely by vodka 
and timed perfectly to the big 1989 earthquake. 
We were literally at the epicenter. Afterward it 
was like, "Well, was it good for you, darling? 
Because the earth definitely moved for me." 

Just like anyone out here, anybody in this 
industry, you're working with attractive people, 
you're young, and one thing leads to another. 
Few are immune to it. I remember being at 
a dinner -many years ago in New York with 
Arthur Miller. I was sitting next to him, After we 
loosened up with a few glasses of vino, I turned 
to him and said, " Do you ever walk down the 
street and just stop and go, 'Fuck, I was married 
to Marilyn Monroe'?" He went, "Yeah." 

Continued to page 100 
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PHOTO BY DARREN TIESTE 


T he It girl epitomizes the very moment, but she's rarely on 
time. In a downtown Los Angeles warehouse, the Kawaii 
Twerk Rave is filling with bodies, but internet club kid Itzel 
Xoco, whom I am here to meet, is nowhere to be found 
through the blunt smoke and laser lights. Young women 
near the stage grind and twerk. Tonight's lineup of DJs 
and rappers are all women, and the floor percolates with 
a feeling of female camaraderie. The environment has one 
schoolgirl-skirted partygoer so immersed as she dances, 
mini backpack tipped to the ceiling, that she doesn't notice 
the man with a video camera zooming in on a patch of her underwear, which glows 
under the black light. 

When Itzel finally appears it is the following day, and she brings a bottle of 
champagne. "The entire world was so turnt up last night," she offers by way of 
apology. Itzel pours champagne into a Solo cup as she walks down Santa Monica 
Boulevard, going over the previous evening the way you do when a night is so good 
there's nothing to do the next day but talk about it. There was an art event that her 
friend deejayed, which led to a suite at the Standard and a private afterparty where 
everyone got naked in the Jacuzzi. It's another story for Itzel's collection—a good 
one, which seems to please her. 
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ore important, there are 
photos ready to garner 
"likes" online. At 21, 
itzel doesn't remember 
life without the internet 
or the internet without 
her life splashed across 

it. She had plush, -internet-enabled Neopets as a 
kid, Myspace in middle school, Facebook in high 
school and now Instagram, where she publishes 
her artwork—glossy collages of corporate logos, 
internet symbols and Sims girls customized with 
wi-fi tattoos. They are viewed by thousands 
of followers who are all part of this new rave 
scene, either in real life or merely virtually. The 
pieces are part diary, part personal philosophy, 
complete with digitized avatars as stand-ins for 
Itzel. "Soon we will all be avatars," she explains. 
"People are already becoming less human, the 
internet is so much a part of us. Even the little 
meals we make we upload to Instagram." 

There are no brunch photos on Itzel's Insta¬ 
gram feed, but there are plenty of selfies and 
nude body shots—as itzel points out, it's hard 
not to feel controlled by the "likes," which inevi¬ 
tably affect what gets posted "if you post body 
shots, you get likes/" she says. "It's all about 
the likes.' Being a millennial, sometimes it feels 
as though you keep staying alive just for that 
affirmation." 

Accordingly, in the dressing room at an Ameri¬ 
can Apparel store, itzel has determined that if 
photos are to be taken for possible use in this 


story, then she will have the "sluttiest" shots 
of everyone. "I want to be perfect online," she 
says. "I want to look like my avatars. We are 
not all avatars yet, but it sometimes seems as 
though we don't have personalities anymore, just 
brands. We re turning ourselves into products 
we can sell. We're no longer the consumers but 
the products." Later, shell dip into a pool, bikini- 
clad, champagne in hand, photo-ready. It's an 
image she will put on Instagram for her followers 
to envy and, more important, "like," 

■ 

When the U S. first imported rave culture 
from the U K in the pre-internet days of the 
early 1990s, attending a rave meant finding a 
flyer in the street, picking up tickets at a record 
store, calling a number to get an address and 
hoping the whole thing wasn't shut down by the 
authorities before you got there. Over the next 
20 years, rave became EDM, ecstasy became 
molly and Wall Street took over. DIY raves were 
replaced by mega-festivals such as Electric Daisy 
Carnival and Electric Zoo, which packaged the 
look and the music with an overdose of spring- 
break culture and made millions. Attendance at 
the five largest EDM festivals grew 41 percent 
between 2007 and 2012, and festival producer 
SFX Entertainment recently received a $1.1 bil¬ 


lion valuation on Wall Street, 

The new generation of club kids were not 
among those buying in. The bigger EDM grew in 
the mainstream, the deeper the DIY rave scene 
buried itself underground. Even finding an event 
in the new rave scene is a task; You must know 
whom to follow on social media and when to 
find a flyer on Instagram or receive one via a 
direct message on Twitter, in Los 

Angeles, events with names like Fade to Mind 
and Body High unfold in dank downtown build¬ 
ings where kids dressed like Tumblr GIFs vibrate 
on uppers; in New York, parties such as Club 
Shade and Ghe20G0thl k start after midnight in 
Brooklyn warehouses where bass shakes the de¬ 
crepit walls and windows. Electric Daisy Carnival 
this is not. 

In Brooklyn, Jubilee and Star Eyes, two veteran 
female DJs, discuss this rave revival over sake. 
Although the scene may be off the radar for 
now, each weekend the parties fill with more 
and more Manhattanites, bankers and bank 
managers. The internet, it seems, is a powerful 
tool for bringing people together, but it isn't 
selective about who they are. 

"The internet brings access. Even if you 
can't find the address for a party, you can still 
read about it on a blog," explains Star Eyes. 

"We aren't trying so hard to be counterculture 
anymore." Besides, she says, it's inevitable that 
sooner or later the scene's best DJs "get booked 
at Lollapalooza, where you see frat boys and fi¬ 
nance dudes taking ecstasy and hugging it out." 


Jubilee nods "There are still levels of under¬ 
ground," she explains. 

There are, in fact, countless levels of un¬ 
derground, all of them fueled by the shifting 
aesthetics of the new rave world's fickle internet 
microgenres—kawaii grunge, seapunk, soft 
ghetto, ghetto gothic, sad acid, lolita grunge, 
tropical, soft grunge, pagan grunge, pastel goth, 
nu witch, icepunk. This, Jubilee and Star Eyes 
lament, is possibly why the new generation of 
club kids seem less engaged: When parties cater 
to online life, they can end up being more about 
the image of having gone to a rave than about 
actually going to one Club kids invite Facebook 
friends, come to take a few photos, stare at 
their phones and leave. 

"What's cool about the internet dub kids 
and the It girls on Tumblr is that they are almost 
like the graffiti on commercial billboards. They 
are commodifying themselves before they can 
be commodified," says Star Eyes. The original 
club kids were doing that too, but now there are 
more tools But that can be a prison where you 
become controlled by the 'likes' and comments, 
where you are defined by your own consump¬ 
tion." 

Those "likes" don't come just from other 
members of the scene but from thousands of 


voyeurs who want a peek into the daily life of 
modern club kids. "The internet opened the door 
for the rest of the world to have an appreciation 
for club kids," says Ladyfag, a promoter and 
nightlife personality who throws Shade in New 
York. "People who might not actually go dub¬ 
bing can discover these amazing creatures and 
follow their art form on the web." 

While the web gives club kids a platform to 
exist outside the party, it also blurs the line be¬ 
tween the person and the persona. The Museum 
of Arts and Design in Manhattan hosted the FUN 
Conference to explore nightlife as social-practice 
art, a form of performance art that uses social 
engagement as a medium. "People talk about 
their art practices, but in nightlife you live your 
practice," explains Ladyfag, who spoke at the 
conference. "Nightlife is an art show, and every¬ 
one plays a part. The energy is full of living art 
pieces, though it's tossed aside as hedonism and 
highly undervalued." The museum even finances 
a yearly grant for "nightlife artists," providing 
unrestricted funds for projects to unfold, whether 
in a gallery or in the nightlife space. It's an official 
recognition of the club kid as a valid form of ar¬ 
tistic practice. 

* 

In Los Angeles, Chanel Castaneda, sprightly 
model and club kid, is getting ready for a night 
out with the guys behind Fade to Mind, an elec¬ 
tronic-music label whose warehouse parties loom 
large In her apartment, she and fellow pastel¬ 
haired It girl Sina pose for photos. They decide 
that Itzel will not have the sluttiest photos in this 
story—not if Chanel can help it. After a series 
of outfit changes, she decides on a mini white 
skort, white Nike top and matching white Nike 
visor with long pink extensions tucked beneath, 
a sleek signature look she describes as "cyber- 
cho//ta-princess." If the club kid is indeed a valid 
form of art, then Chanel's medium of choice is 
Instagram, where she posts a steady stream of 
selfies to her 10,000 followers. 

"I just want people to be real on insta-gram 
and the internet, which is hard, because the 
internet is like this fantasy space," she says, 
white iPhone in hand. "Some people pretend to 
live this luxurious life, and when you go to their 
house, they live in a trailer it can become so fab¬ 
ricated and manipulated. I mean, there is beauty 
in being real. There is beauty in barely surviving 
but making your outfit work." 

With a background in art, modeling and musi¬ 
cal theater, Chanel sees being a creative person 
as a lifestyle; when you're an artist, everything 
you do becomes art. "it's about how you view 
everything, and so everything you make is going 
to be art," she says. "I feel every selfie is art, in a 
way. There are two types of people: people who 
are artists and people who aren't." 

In a cab on the way to the dub, Chanel talks 
about her recent Instagram trauma: She lost her 
account when an ex-boyfriend hacked and de¬ 
leted her page. "It felt like losing my diary," she 
says, "I mean, I used to just go and look at my 
page anytime I was bored and remember, like, 
Oh, that night was fun." 

"So are you guys headed to a party tonight?" 
the driver asks from the front seat. No one looks 
up from the glow of their phones. 

At the club, Chanel and her posse are ush¬ 
ered past a velvet rope and up a spiral staircase 
to an empty VIP section overlooking the dance 
floor. They perch on huge sofas, slightly bobbing 
to TeeFlii's "This D"—"She want this dick,/She 
gon' get this dick,/Yea, I give her this dick." The 
club is loud, but the conversation about Insta- 



" NIGHT LIFE IS AN ART SHOW, AND 
EVERYONE PLAYS A PART. THE ENERGY 
IS FULL OF LIVING PIECES, THOUGH IT'S 
TOSSED ASIDE AS HEDONISM AND 
HIGHLY UNDERVALUED" 
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gram continues. "I just feel if you take yourself 
too seriously, you end up looking like a fool," 
Chanel offers, her voice high-pitched over the 
music. 

• 

“There was this interesting article on Jezebel 
about how selfies are bad for women," Ms. Fits, 
a party promoter and artist says in a Brooklyn 
loft filled with women getting ready for a party. 

A collective groan rises from the group "I know, 
but it made all these interesting points about 
feminism and how our body image and self¬ 
esteem are linked to selfies/' she continues. 

“But selfies get the most 'likes/" says Ange¬ 
lina Dreem, an artist and musician. 

“That's so true/' says Molly Soda, a Tumblr It 
girl and internet artist who uses the selfie as her 
primary medium. There is double-chin Molly, pet- 
rat-kissing Molly, naked-on-the-toilet Molly. "No 
one 'likes' my other pictures," she laments. 

Molly is a rising star in the digital art world. 

She was named one of Complex magazine's 
most important artists of 2013 after making 
blogosphere headlines for being one of the first 
to sell a digital piece at an art auction: a video 
of her reading her entire Tumblr in-box, a feat of 
endurance that took more than eight hours. She's 
enough of an art celebrity that when a stranger 
found a box of her discarded photographs in a 
Chicago Dumpster and presented them, without 
her consent, in a small gallery as found art, the 
internet identified the images almost immedi¬ 
ately, (In a strange twist, the man curating the 
exhibition of "found, anonymous" images later 
copped to knowing they were Molly's,) 

“You were flown here tonight for this, right?" 
asks Genevieve Belleveau, an internet perfor¬ 
mance artist. 

Molly nods. She lives in Detroit and was, in 
fact, flown out to deejay tonight's party, her 
first set ever. “That's the attention currency/' 
Genevieve says, “It's as if your real-life presence 
doesn't hold as much clout as your online one. 
The online likes' are almost an economic sys¬ 
tem," 

The discussion moves to how the nightclub 
was once a space where artists had to go to 
meet, to the point that mega art stars became 
completely associated with clubs: Andy Warhol at 
Studio 54, Keith Haring and Jean-Michel Basquiat 
at the Mudd Club, Ryan McGinley and Dash 
Snow at Max Fish. Someone asks how Molly and 
Genevieve met, and soon everyone realizes they 
met online even though they go to the same par¬ 
ties. "I feel like the internet is a club/' Genevieve 
says, “It's,,,da club/* 

The women walk in a pack to the club. "Mow 
are we going to monetize this is the biggest 
question/' says Ms Fitz, who is wearing an 
American flag swimsuit beneath her coat, “We 
do all this work online, but how do you take it 
into real life? is real life where we meet the glass 
ceiling?" 

“I've been struggling with that for so long. 
Everything I do is free," says Molly. 

“There is this thing of our work on the inter¬ 
net being free labor, and especially free labor by 
females," says Genevieve, passing a bottle of 
vodka as she walks. "We're creating our own 
pornographic avatars for free," 

The event is a birthday party for net artist 
Amanda Schmidt, who is known mostly for a 
project for which she wore only new, mall-pur¬ 
chased Abercrombie & Fitch clothing for an entire 
year. The space is a Latin nightclub in Bushwick, 
two pitch-black stories with spinning lasers, bass 
and artificial fog. The girls dance and drink vodka 


from the smuggled bottle as the conversation 
returns to the selfie debate 

"There is this idea that the artist and the art 
should remain separate/' Genevieve says, "but 
the artist and the art have always been entwined. 
Think of Dali." 

“That's such a bro's view, that they should 
be separate," Ms. Fitz says. "I like to think that 
what we do is challenge the idea of female 
beauty and needing male attention. There's 
always a subversive twist, like me wearing full 
makeup and drawn-on facial hair, or Molly being 
a cute girl with armpit hair," 

Molly, who just uploaded a nude photo of her¬ 
self with chicken nuggets covering her nipples, 
cackles. 

Tve always been interested in the idea that 
individuals exist with the awareness of someone 
watching them," says Genevieve. "It's almost a 
religious idea, and the internet has now mani¬ 
fested it." 

Tonight in Los Angeles, Fate Morgana, a self- 
proclaimed art hacker, is going to a party thrown 
by people who hate her. She received a Twitter 
direct-message screenshot of the invite (in Echo 
Park, RSVPs listed) as a warning. Entering the 
party alone, in false lashes and an oversize sports 
jersey, Fate waves to someone who has publicly 
denigrated her online. The girl looks back at Fate, 
horrified, before turning away, "Everyone hates 
everyone, and whenever anyone enters a party, 
they talk about how lame it is," Fate says with a 
sigh, 

Fate jokes that she 
can intellectualize 
anything as perfor¬ 
mance art, and this is 
one manifestation: a 
manipulation of social 
practices and expecta¬ 
tions that she consid¬ 
ers "social hacking," 
defined as making it a 
goal to gain admittance 
into a group or subcul¬ 
ture by camouflaging 
yourself in that groups 
tropes. With the right appearance, anyone can 
be an artist or internet-famous club kid. 

This is what prompted Fate to relocate to Los 
Angeles from Las Vegas. “I can do something 
with this. This is like clay to me, " she says, wav¬ 
ing a hand, “People here need help intellectual- 
izing their hedonism,” Years earlier, Fate made 
a name for herself in New York City as a teen¬ 
age fashion blogger and muse to indie bands, 
under the pseudonym Bebe Zeva. She inspired 
the eccentric novelist Tao Lin to make a docu¬ 
mentary about her, which in turn prompted The 
New York Times to publish a profile on Fate's 
overwhelming It-ness. Now she plans to wean 
herself from fashion associations and perform 
fate Morgana full-time, 

"We are artists without art," Fate says, laugh¬ 
ing, and references net artist Brad Troemel's ob¬ 
servation that we look at each others Facebook 
pages more than we do each other s art. “We 
have killed the object; now there is only subject," 

From a private balcony she gestures to the 
people on the dance floor, who watch them¬ 
selves on camera. This is Boiler Room, an event 
with a live video component: Party-goers are 
projected onto a large screen above the crowd 
and simultaneously on the internet, where global 
audiences watch. 

"Everyone here is existing to be looked at. 


which is what art does/' says Fate. The crowd on 
the dance floor, clad in Nike, Adidas and Under 
Armour, moves limply. This aesthetic, looking “al¬ 
ternative" while dressed in sportswear, may read 
as standard hipster irony—-what's been termed 
normcore, or dressing like a normal—but in the 
balcony there's discussion about whether the 
look is a political reaction to an eroding middle 
class, maybe a response to Occupy Wall Street 
and the failures of that movement's DIY ethos. 
“Sportswear represents leisure time. I think 
there's something very aspirational about it/' 
says Fate. Of course, the slick new aesthetic also 
brought new drugs. “Everyone is on meth," she 
says. "Well, people are." She takes a drag from a 
pink vaporizer pen, a stealth cannabis pipe she's 
named Tiffany. “I tried it a few weeks ago. I have 
no complaints," 

When Fate met Itzel for the first time—in real 
life—they both screamed, then began grinding 
and twerking on the dance floor until Chanel 
slipped behind itzel to hiss, "Don't dance with 
her!" All the internet It girls know one another, 
and everyone follows everyone, even if it's out 
of spite. "It's all about how other people see 
you," says Fate. “We re all trying to maintain 
how relevant we appear and not how relevant 
we really are," 

Fate talks around the drama when Chanel is 
brought up, turning the discussion to the "art 
of existence," What elevates a personality to 
an art form? Is Chanel—whose Instagram page 
is a stream of selfies—also an artist? "Maybe 
girls like Chanel think they're inspiring young 


women by loving themselves, but I feel that 
kind of relentless self-love is narcissistic," says 
Fate, “It reminds me of Stockholm syndrome, 
how affectionate we are about being owned by 
Twitter and Facebook," 

Fate ultimately decides not to go behind the 
camera at Boiler Room, rationalizing that this is 
probably because she is with a group of men, 
and straight men seem to have less need for that 
kind of instant affirmation. "In order to exist at 
that party," she says, “you have to go behind the 
camera, but when you're behind it, you can't see 
yourself. All you see is a camera, but you know 
you're being watched," 

The effect is, in essence, a feedback loop: a 
rave full of people posting photos to the social 
media feeds of their club-kid personas while an 
audience at home watches a video feed or re¬ 
freshes an instagram feed of the event. Everyone 
is taking part, even if their participation means 
uploading content to the web for someone 
somewhere to consume, "like" and validate. 

Fate calls me weeks later, "There was something 
interesting last night/' she says. The night before. 
Fate, feeling a little down, left a warehouse party 
early and was struck to see a “prominent mem¬ 
ber" of the scene also leaving early, “I asked him 
why, and he was like. I'm already logged on to 
the internet. Why would l need to be here?' “ El 


"PEOPLE HERE NEED 
HELP INTELLECTUALIZING 
THEIR HEDONISM" 
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LYDIA 

LOVELESS 


Girl meets 
boy, girl loses 
boy, girl does 
cocaine at 
a party and 
tearfully phones 
newly married 
boy to confess 
her despair. 
Lydia -Loveless, 
23, raised on 
an Ohio farm, 
places her 
whirlwind voice 
in stormy songs 
that add a 
tang of twang 
to bruising 
rock and roll. 
Somewhere 
Else includes 
"Head," which 
she calls the 
first "really sad 
song about oral 
sex." 


From the horrible city of Syracuse, New York comes this knock-you- 
down noise band fronted by Meredith Graves, who has well discarded 
her background in musical theater. Graves's singing is buried beneath 
chaos—she has a "weird, high, squeaky voice," she's said, and unlike 
other punk singers, "I can't scream"—which gives Say Yes to Love a 
heightened sense of someone being shouted down, buried or unable 
to find the right words. But the title is a hint: Graves hollers for all the 
things she desires, and while similar bands are sad or scornful. Perfect 
Pussy's clamor is an act of celebration. 


"Cheap Beer," 
"Wake Bake Skate," 
"Stoked and 
Broke"—FIDLAR 
makes it easy to get 
a sense of its bratty, 
carefree garage 
rock from its debut 


album's song titles 
alone. The group 
utilizes the Ram ones' 
key -qualities— 
cartoonish excess, 
slam-bash speed and 
negative energy ("I 
don't ever wanna 


get a job"; "I'm 
fuckin' bored")— 
but also adds a few 
West Coast touches: 
The band name 
is a skate-culture 
expression similar to 
YOLO. 



THE WAR 
ON DRUGS 


Adam Granduciel loves 
classic rock (Tom Petty, 
Bruce Springsteen), 
but he also loves 
experimental punk 
(the Fall, Suicide). In 
his band the War on 
Drugs, the singer- 
guitarist combines 
the two spheres, 
creating indiscernible 
anthems that move 
fleetly, then stretch 
out into echoing, 
silvery jams rife with 
texture and surprises. 
Only three songs on 
Lost in the Dream (the 
Philadelphia group's 
third full-length album) 
end before the five- 
minute mark. "I'm all 
alone here, living in 
darkness," Granduciel 
sings with a happy 
whoop. The later at 
night you listen to the 
Drugs, the better they 



BOMBINO 

Imagine if Led Zeppelin hailed from West Africa 
and sang in Tamashek. Over hypnotic, hand¬ 
clapping grooves, musician Qmara -Moctar, 
nicknamed Bombino P plays distorted electric- 
guitar lines that can ripple and skip or stutter 
and attack. Produced by Dan Auerbach of the 
Black Keys, the album Nomad grows out of 
African and Arabian traditions, but it is likely 
to thrill many fans of Jimmy Page and Jimi 
Hendrix. Plus, you won't have to worry about 
liking the lyrics, because you won't understand 
them. 
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EAGULLS 



In their best songs— 
'"Nerve Endings/' 
'"Amber Veins"— 
Eagulls' doorny, 
buzzing guitars seem 
to be playing not so 
much notes as the 
essence of y outhful 
angst and destructive 


energy. There are 
musical resemblances 
to Magazine, the Cure 
and other bands from 
the UX that started 
way before these five 
Leeds lads were even 
born. 



TY 

DOHA 

SIGN 

In their best 
songs—"Nerve 
Endings," "Amber 
Veins"—Eagulls' 
doomy, buzzing 
guitars seem to 
be playing not 
so much notes 
as the essence of 
youthful angst and 
destructive energy. 
There are musical 
resemblances to 
Magazine, the 
Cure and other 
bands from the 
U K. that started 
way before these 
five Leeds lads 
were even born. 



She was discovered on Myspace and had a few 
false starts, including the group RichGirl, which 
dropped the hot "'He Ain't Wit Me Now (Tho)." 
Instead of fading out, Sevyn Streeter came 
back, setting her wispy vocals to clattering R&B 
that can be serious ("B.A.N.S.," about domestic 
abuse) or frisky ("Sex on the Ceiling"). 



Because the -tumineers are literally the worst 
band in the world right now and M urn ford & 
Sons aren't far behind, we remain skeptical 
of folk groups wielding banjos and songs 
about mountains But we have found a happy 
exception; Hurray for the Riff Raff, a New 
Orleans band that is led by Alynda Lee Segarra, 
a Puerto Rican in her 20s who grew up in the 
Bronx, and features a transgender violinist. 
Now that's Americana ! Small Town Heroes 
showcases Segarra's understated voice, which 
has a soft ache but also expresses resilience 
and strength. On "The Body Electric/' she flips 
the traditional murder ballad around and vows 
revenge on the bastard who shot Delia down. 



OMAR 

SOULEYMAN 

Sorry, Skrillex, but today's fiercest electronic 
music Is being created by a middle-aged 
Syrian wedding singer. Wenu Wenu, Omar 
Souleyman's latest album—he has made at 
least 500 of them—updates dabke f working- 
class Arabic folk music, by transposing it to 
synthesizer, on which drone notes are wildly 
bent and twisted, then speeding it up to the 
tempo of techno. Pray that your own wedding 
is as ecstatic and unpredictable as Souleyman's 
remarkable music. 
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DIXIE’S 

CHICKS 

Ashley Monroe, Miranda 
Lambert, Pistol Annies, 
Kacey Musgraves. Brandy 
Clark 



The men in country music 
seem to sing about nothing 
but trucks and boots. Lately, 
women are making all the 
best music in Nashville: Ashley 
Monroe, whose "Two Weeks 
Late" views an unwanted 
pregnancy with grim humor; 
Miranda Lambert, who has a 
nervous breakdown with the 
whole town watching in the 
rowdy "Mama's Broken Heart"; 
the sin-loving Pistol Annies—a 
trio of Monroe, Lambert and 
Angaleena Presley; the pro¬ 
weed, pro-homosexuality, free- 
thinking and Brandy Clark, 
who sings about cheating, 
pill addiction and the causal 
relationship between booze 
and pregnancy in "Illegitimate 
Children." Guys, you have a lot 
of catching up to do. 


KELELA 

"I want you to 
feel distressed and 
think. What's going 
on?" singer Kelela 
-Mizanekristos 
explained recently. 
Mission accomplished. 
On Cut 4 Me, the L.A.- 
based daughter of 
Ethiopian immigrants 
delves into the 
elastic, alien quality 
of synthesizers, 
coolly giving voice 
to the vagaries of 
desire—"Please 
bite me" or "You're 
begging me/I won't 
do it again"—over 
tracks made by a select 
group of underground 
bass music producers, 
including -Kingdom 
and Bok Bok. 
Deliberately cold, 
clinical and cut 
up, these -metallic 
commotions are as 
complex as anything 
Yes or King Crimson 
ever did. 



JOHN GRANT 


"You could be laughing 60 
percent more of the time," 
sings John Grant, a recovering 
addict with a dazzling ability to 
calmly mix malice and comedy 
in his elegant 1980$-influenced 
electro-pop. If you're not scared 
by a guy who uses the words 
supercilious and callipygian 
in the same song, start with 
his recent album, Pale Green 
Ghosts , and "GMR" It stands 
for "greatest motherfucker," 
which Grant claims to be. 


CHANCE 

THE 

RAPPER 

* Chancelor Bennett's 
father, Ken, was 
deputy assistant to 
President Barack 
Obama, but Chance 
(pictured at left) is 
unlikely to ever enter 
the political arena, 
given the number of 
times he mentions 
drugs on Add Rap, his 
impressive mixtape. 
The young -Chicago 
rapper "with a literary 
knack and a shitty little 
Mac" delivers clever 
rhymes with a relaxed 
chuckle, whether 
mentioning things he 
loves (LSD, Rugrats) or 
things he hates (Fox 
News, the -Lakers). 


THE CHAMPS 


Chappeiie's Show co-creator Neal Brennan and sidekick 
Moshe Kasher quiz jocks, comics and actors on their 
podcast The Champs, but the best guests are rappers: 
Big Daddy Kane talking about throwing tampons into 
the crowd, or Too Short recalling dealers who sprayed 
-insecticide on weed. Please, Lord, let The Champs book 
Kanye as a guest. 




ACTRESS 

Ghettoville, Darren Cunningham's entrancing 
fourth full-length album as Actress, could be 
the soundtrack of a dystopian movie. Three 
hundred years from now, a survivor of the 
apocalypse finds a cassette tape of electronic 
music that's been buried in a graveyard, 


where crust and decay have turned it into 
barely audible dues to the far-distant past. 
Cunningham says the music is inspired by 
the drug addicts and homeless people who 
populate his South London neighborhood, 
and though tracks are almost catchy 
("Corner") or funky ("Rims"), his preferred 
mood is distinctly slow and inky—like a 
muffled voice, or footsteps heard in the 
-distance. 



MUSCLE SHOALS: 

A MUSIC DOCUMENTARY 


To solve the mystery of how so much great R&B came out of a tiny Alabama 
town, the beautiful documentary Muscle Shoals carts out devoted experts: 
Bono, Aretha Franklin (pictured), Keith Richards. But the story's turbine is 
producer Rick Hall, a stubborn SOB who grew up poor and motherless and 
turned rejection and tragedy into determination. On the origin of the Muscle 
Shoals sound, he's blunt: "l take the credit for starting it” 
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PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES 


MUSIC GUIDE 

- By ROBERT SORIANO - 




WE ARE IMAGINARY 

You probably have already heard We Are 
Imaginary's music under their old name. Your 
Imaginary Friends. A Manila-based indie-pop 
outfit, We Are Imaginaary has successfully cut 
back from Your Imaginary Friends' cloying sound 
and spiced it up with just the right kick of noise. 
Responsible for the contagious single, Your 
Silence is a Villain, the band is currently working 
on their debut LP this November under Wide 
Eyed Records. 



Mind Money Circuit 


Looking for a way to explore their talents 
and convey their emotions through music, 
Gab Palanca, Waffles Obias, Dondee 
Alampay, and Jolo Villanueva officially 
formed Mind Money Circuit back in 2011. 
An instrumental fusion band, Mind Money 
Circuit's refined bass lines, crystalline riffs, 
calculated groove, and raw musicality put 
them on our radar. Listen to them here: 
ndfy. me/mi ndmoneycircu it 
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THE STRANGE CREATURES 

The Strange Creatures is an indie-pop band 
that treads on dream-pop, new wave, and 
folk pop music. Driven by jangling guitars and 
splendid boy-girl harmonies, the band released 
its very first EP just last May. In Stargazer, The 
Strange Creatures gave a delirious spin to 
falling in love with / Feel Like I'm On Drugs. 

Set on a delicious cacophony of screeching 
guitars, warm bass, and hazy synth lines, the 
saccharine single feels like a dazed, substance- 
addled confession of love. Which, in some 
sense, is a beautiful thing. 


MR. BONES 
AND THE 
BONEYARD 
CIRCUS 




We don't often 
stumble upon a band 
quite like Mr. Bones 
and the Boneyard 
Circus. An eight- 
piece horror rock/ 
theatrical macabre 
band, Mr. Bones and 
the Boneyard Circus 
is a homegrown 
independent act 
inspired by the 
music and theatrics 
of Rob Zombie, 
Korn, and Alice 
Cooper Some may 
argue that they're 
more performance 
artists than musical 
geniuses but their 
wickedly amazing 
arrangements and 
balefully fun style 
suggest otherwise. 
Sample their latest 
album. The Great 
Fail onto Madness t 
and lose yourself 
in the everlasting 
darkness. 


JENSEN AND THE FLIPS 

Former solo artist Jensen Gomez gives birth to 
new music with Sam Valenia, Carlo Maraingan, 
Michael Gemina, Miggy Concepcion, Choi Padilla, 
and Mel Rono. Velvet smooth and playful, Jensen 
and the Flips is set on introducing a unique blend 
of Pop/Motown/R&B and Soul that Filipinos seem 
to have forgotten. Their latest release, Lovechild, 
has skillfully wrought bass lines and groovy string 
accents that make for a danceable listen. 
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Q1 

Playboy: These days the Stooges are revered for having created a template 
for punk rock. You reunited the band in 2003 and four years ago entered 
the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. When you came out of Michigan in the late 
1960s, were people as enthusiastic as they are now? 

POP: Oh hell no. There were times when the people in the front row were 
slobbering or just staring, at us, mesmerized, and that was about as good 
as it got. Then it would go downhill. There would be an angry front row, a 
puzzled front row, an indifferent front row. 


One show in particular was painful but hilarious in retrospect. It was when 
l was solo in the early 1980s, m one of my crazed periods before my last 
big cleanup, f was a little bored with the backup band, so l took two hits of 
-Orange Sunshine before I hit the stage. The band started to play the first 
song, and as 1 fistened to it l thought, This sounds like shit. So l said, "Stop! 
Stop! Try another one.” We went through everything in our repertoire, 
but l wasn't satisfied with any of them, so I walked off the stage. My tour 
manager, Henry, grabbed me in the wings and said, "We have no -money 







WE WERE SO MUCH BETTER THAN 
OTHER BANDS. I THOUGHT-AND 
STILL THINK—THEY’RE ALL SHIT. 


to get to the next town. Go back out there right 
now!" I -busted a Jack -Daniel's bottle all over my 
bathroom that night. I was pretty upset. But you 
know, a year later people were saying, "I was at 
that show. It was the most 
amazing thing I ever saw!" I had periods 
when I would decide to tour without any front 
teeth, thinking, That'll blow their minds! But I 
maintained a high level of craft and preparation 
behind the freak show. I didn't perform bad 
concerts. 

Q2 

Playboy: You've said the Stooges were "not 
once affected by total rejection and utter 
poverty/ 1 It seems as if you knew it was a great 
band, no matter how -many times people said 
you sucked. 

POP: Yes, I did. That was what tore me up. Not 
only that I thought we were so much better 
than other bands who were having an easy time 
of it but that I thought—and still think, with 
-apologies—that they're all utter shit, [laughs] 
Almost all of the fucking rock business is an utter 
sack of dirty old filth, and should civilization fall, 
it will be their fault, not mine. 

Q2 

Playboy: Which bands are utter shit? Do you 
want to name names? 

POP: No, I can't do that. When I sit with you, I 
bring the politician with me so I don't have to go 
through the utter poverty and rejection again. 
We're here together, the politician and I. Part of 


99 

me thinks. Just tell the truth, that they're shit, 
and say exactly how you feel. And 1 have to push 
that voice down sometimes. 

Q4 

Playboy: Given the faith you had in the Stooges, 
do you feel vindicated now when people 
recognize the group's -importance? 

POP: This has been the most secure and relaxed 
decade of my life. I see people really interested 
when we do shows. They're happy—more now 
than even three years ago. Of course, if you play 
the Austin City Limits Music Festival at five in the 
afternoon and somebody's mom brought them 
to see the Red Hot Chili Peppers, then they'll be 
tweeting, "This old band is stupid! Get them off 
the stage!" 

QS 

Playboy: Who is the best live performer you've 
ever seen? 

POP: James Brown is fantastic. Tina Turner was 
amazing at a certain point. I was lucky enough 
to see Nirvana twice, in tiny clubs—fewer than 
200 people. The second time, Kurt Cobain 
said, "You're a jinx. Every time you come to our 
show, we play like shit." He called me one night, 
well past my bedtime, and left a message on 
my phone: "Let's get together in the studio." I 
called him back to be polite. I was not dying to 
record with him. I don't ever want to do a Muddy 
Waters supersession, you know? 

Q6 

Playboy: When you were growing up in 


Michigan as James Osterberg, your family lived in 
a trailer. Is that fact relevant to the kind of music 
you make? 

POP: In certain ways. It was a little trailer camp 
out in the boonies, by U.S. Highway 23, a two- 
lane blacktop. It was beautiful, surrounded by 
a stone quarry where you could go swimming 
and some deep forest where there were animals, 
and also bean, corn and wheat fields. I always 
felt different because I lived in a trailer and the 
other kids lived in houses. I went to junior high in 
Ann Arbor, and my close friend there was Kenny 
Miller, whose dad, Arjay Miller, was running Ford 
Motor Company at the time. Kenny would take 
my workbook during class and write, "Osterberg 
blows dead dogs," then give it back to me. A 
few of the meaner kids came out one day to visit 
and shook my trailer up a little. It caused a sort of 
anger that I keep. The strange thing was, people 
who didn't know me would later say to guys in 
my band, "That guy's a rich kid, right? Because 
he walks around like he owns the place." 

Q7 

Playboy: Just so there's no lingering doubt, did 
you blow dead dogs? 

POP: [Laughs] No, I never did. I've never blown 
anybody. 

Q8 

Playboy: Was there any privacy when you lived 
with your parents in a trailer? 

POP: No. Much later I realized that the big 
advantage 

of living in a trailer was that I learned to be 
civilized. Three people, day and night, in a 
500-square-foot trailer—and that was the 
biggest one we ever had. Before that it was 400 
square feet. My parents were very restrained 
people. There was no alcohol in the house. In 
fifth or sixth grade I got into music. If that hadn't 
happened, I'd probably be a fundamentalist 
preacher right now, a Jimmy Swaggart. "Send 
your dollars to me!" 


Q9 

Playboy: After people meet you, they often say, 
"Oh, he was nothing like I expected." Do they 
expect a drooling, screaming zombie? 

Pop: Some people do. When you're younger, 
you're coming at everybody because you've got 
to show them who you are, and prove it. Later, 
if you get anywhere, it flips; they're all coming at 
you. You get crazy people coming at you. There's 
always some weirdness. The classic one is, I don't 
get a limo driver, he's a conga player. I don't get 
a plumber; he's a playwright. Long ago, during 
my different bachelor periods, some sexual 
partners didn't understand. They'd say, "Come 
on, you're Iggy Pop. Whip me! Beat me! Hurt 
me, hurt me." 


QIO 

Playboy: So what is your taste in sex? 

Pop: It runs dark, [laughs] I like darker tones. Skin 
tones and all the stuff that goes with the skin 
tone. But I'm not going to do a rundown. Sorry. 1 
am more private now than I formerly was. 

Q11 

Playboy: Here's another thing that goes against 
type: You have an art collection, right? 

Pop: When I was living in New York in the 1990s, 
the Broadway dancer Geoffrey Holder had a 
great Haitian art collection. He auctioned it off 
in Sotheby's basement, and I'd loved that art 
all my life. I was newly separated and felt like 
spending my money on something I liked. "I'm 
not going to have any 'family discussions' about 
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this]" I went to Sotheby's and got quite a few 
things Geoffrey had. Hector Hyppolite is the most 
financially valuable of all Haitian artists, and I 
have one of his pieces through Geoffrey. I got a 
couple of -Edouard Duval-Carries, some Andre 
Pierres and George Liautauds. I can sit with a 
painting or sculpture for hours the way someone 
else watches a favorite TV show. I don't need 
things to move. 


Q12 

Playboy: You probably don't take Orange 
Sunshine before shows these days. Are you done 
with booze and drugs? 

Pop: I drink red wine now. I'm partial to 
Bordeaux and Barolos. But I'm stone-cold sober 
on the job. Always. For the first five years of 
this century, I used—Zantac? Xanax? No, that's 
different. It's on TV; you get it at Walgreens for 
ladies to help them do their housework faster. 
Legal speed. I'd take one of those when I was 
doing the Stooges. Before that I was drinking 
three Red Bulls before a show, and I'd be burping 
and sloshing around. I've been on the natch 
now, onstage, for about eight years. I have two 
or three big espressos in the afternoon in the 
hotel before work. That gets me awake enough 
to care. The person I am now couldn't write 
Tm Sick of You" and record it with the same 
authority I had in 1977. If I did, people would be 
embarrassed for me. 


Q13 

Playboy: What award would you like to win? 
Pop: I have an assistant, and when we haven't 
spoken for a few days, I call him and ask, "Hey, 
Spencer, did I get the -Nobel Prize yet?" And he 
says, "Nope." That would be good. Think of all 
the peace that has been caused by me and the 
Stooges, running around the world and calming 
things down by acting out all this violent stuff. 

Q14 

Playboy: You've written a lot of songs about 
death, and last year's Stooges album was called 
Ready to Die. What will the first sentence of your 
obituary say? 

Pop: Oh dear. They'll probably call me "inventor 
of the stage dive." I have a beach house in the 
Cayman Islands, where there are sharks. When I 
go swimming I think. Boy, a shark attack would 
solve a lot of problems. I seriously do not want to 
go into assisted living or a nursing home, so I'm 
hoping for a shark attack. That would be good. 

Q15 

Playboy: You appeared recently in a Chrysler ad, 
which surprised some people. You also licensed 
"Lust for Life" to the Royal Caribbean cruise line. 
How do you feel about doing commercials? 

Pop: I've done quite a few, including for car 
insurance and perfume. Here's the way I feel 
about it: I was angry all through the 1970s, 

1980s and 1990s, because I had to suffer 
through music that was pretending to be art 
but was corrupt. It was a commercial clothed as 
art by a businessman with a guitar, presented 
by some fat fuck in suspenders with a baseball 
cap at some goddamn horrible radio station 
that picks what crap people hear. I never did 
any of that with my music. None of it. When 
I do a commercial, you're going to know it's a 
commercial. Most people who like what I do are 
aware of what I went through and are happy 
I can finally get a roof over my head and get 
paid—in some way, that I get justice. 



Q16 

Playboy: When did your financial situation start 
to improve? 

Pop: I started getting organized in the rnid- 
1980s, after David Bowie recorded our song 
"China Girl." It's still a very good earner. That 
was the beginning of my having any sort of 
success. I bought a place on Bleecker Street, and 
then I bought a house in Miami in 1998, and I've 
been there ever since. I lived in New York for 20 
years. It's a tough town. I won. 

Q17 

Playboy: Bowie put out a very good album last 
year, and there have been rumors that he has 
cancer. Can you tell us anything about that? 

Pop: I can't tell you anything about him 
whatsoever. We last spoke about 10 years ago. 

He called me to do a couple of things when he 
was curating the Meltdown arts festival in 2002, 
but I had a schedule conflict. We had a nice chat, 
and that was that. 

Q18 

Playboy: People on Twitter were incredulous 
when you turned 66 last year. What surprises you 
most about getting older? 

Pop: It's not so great! [laughs] Listen, I don't 
recommend getting older as a happiness strategy. 
Most of my life I've been indifferent to what 
other people feel. Now I'm softening up a bit. 
That's surprising. Other than that, I miss my 
parents. I feel I didn't do well enough for them. 

If I'd had a different career it would've been 
better for them. That bothers me. Especially 
my mother. She passed away in the mid-1990s, 
when I was still one of those obscure American 
figures. I'd show up on some TV show and 
go, "Motherfucker! Motherfucker!" She'd say 
to my dad, "Oh, I wish Jimmy wouldn't say 
'motherfucker.'" [laughs] I wish she could have 
seen some of my worldly success. 

Q19 

Playboy: Do you collect Social Security? 

Pop: No. I was told to wait—apparently the 
amount you get goes up if you wait. I had a gut 
instinct not to depend on the government. I have 
three union pensions and my own pension. I'm 
not sure Social Security's going to be there for 
me. Eric Cantor might say, "No money for you, 
Iggy Pop!" 

Q20 

Playboy: Do you take advantage of the 
-discounted movie tickets? 

Pop: No, but my business manager has been 
trying for 16 years to get me to join AARR Every 
year, he sends me a pamphlet with a little note: 
"Jim, you should really look into this. You get 
some great discounts." And it goes straight in 
the trash, every year. AARP? I don't want to hear 
about the fucking AARP! 
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T here's no better way to 

showcase the art of skin than 
showing a statuesque woman 
unclothed. Our muse for this 
wonderful pictorial? Asian 
Beauty Rhoda Esposito. 

Getting on the pages of PLAYBOY has 
always been something that Asian Beauty 
Rhoda Esposito aspired to. "Whenever I 
see celebrities and models for PLAYBOY, 

I tell myself, 'I want that'. I don't exactly 
know why but I envied people who have 
posed for PLAYBOY. It's not just the fame 
or being part of something sophisticated 
and classy. I couldn't exactly pinpoint 
it but all I knew for sure was, 'I want 
that.'" 

Now that we indulged her, she rocks 
our world with her sylph-like body and 
towering height. With only a leather 
jacket to match her inked physique, 

Rhoda is an exquisitely exotic delight that 
tattoo lovers will surely appreciate. 

"Aside from the aesthetics, I chose my 
tattoos because of their meanings. One 
is a universal meditation sign while the 
other is a mantra. Though I party and go 
out a lot, I am all for discovering my inner 
self through intent contemplation. I want 
to add more [tattoos] but I can't because 
of my career," she said. "The industry 
has this unspoken bias against tattooed 
models. It limits the projects that you get. 
It's kind of ironic because people who see 
my tattoos think they're sexy. They think 
it adds character and appeal." 

An events model and online casino 
dealer, Rhoda works hard in pursuing 
her dreams. She plans to one day work 
on a cruise ship as a card dealer. "That's 
my dream job. I love to travel and I think 
doing something along this line of work 
will be perfect for me. I love what I do 
and it's more fun than work for me," she 
explained. 

Time to place those bets, gentlemen. □ 



















"THE INDUSTRY HAS 
THIS UNSPOKEN BIAS 
AGAINST TATTOOED 
MODELS. IT LIMITS 
THE PROUECTS THAT 
YOU GET. IT'S KIND 
OF IRONIC BECAUSE 


PEOPLE WHO SEE 
MY TATTOOS THINK 
THEY'RE SEXY. 
THEY THINK IT ADDS 
CHARACTER AND 
APPEAL." 




"WHENEVER I SEE CELEBRITIES AND MODELS FOR PLAYBOY. 
TELL MYSELF. 1 WANT THAT'. I DON'T EXACTLY KNOW WHY BUT 

I ENVIED PEOPLE WHO HAVE POSED FOR PLAYBOY 





IT'S NOT JUST THE FAME OR BEING PART OF SOMETHING SOPHISTICATED AND 
CLASSY. I COULDN'T EXACTLY PINPOINT IT BUT ALL I KNEW FOR SURE WAS. 

I WANT THAT." 




SO YOU 


THINK YOU 


CAN DEEJAY? 

Everybdy’s a DJ these 
days. Or so they say, 

A guide to making it 
(or at least faking it) 

i. 

\ in the world’s coolest 

X 

profession 


BY DAN HYMAN 












"This is a million- 
dollar sound system. 
Trust me, it works." 
That's Emmett. He's 
not happy. The wiry 
middle-aged manager 
of John Barleycorn, 
a popular bro bar in 
Chicago's River North 
neighbor-hood, is 
irow-ing increasingly 
annoyed with my 
a pparent incom¬ 
petence. I stand before 
him, star-ing down 
at two turntables 
and a mixer, trying to 
excudde machismo 
while facing a firing 
squad of under-the- 
breath, mocking 
laugh-ter. Emmett sees 
me for what I am: a 
suckling pig in the 
fetal posi-tion, sucking 
on the teat of regret. 
What grand plans I 
had: the ambi-tious 
writer who believed 


bass to the hundreds of patrons 
who regularly cram into this 
watering hole to worship at the 
throne of the almighty DJ, 

The DJ booth overlooks an 
enormous beer-hall-size, dark-wod- 
furnished room. A small crowd 
is gathered be-neath. They're 
expecting something. Anything. 
When I decided to throw on my 
hat in the DJ ring, my family and 
friends could only wonder. Can he 
actually pull it off? Didi Dan really 
dub himself as "DJ Lips" for his 
notoriously large smackers? Tonight 
is the culmination. Good-bye, 
sweat-inducing dreams of turntable 
fail-ure. No more late nights 
sneaking into mu guset bedroom, 
strapping on head-phones and 
desperately attempting to blend two 
songs on my laptop. DJ les-sons, 
instuctiona! DVDs, tips from trust-ed 
professionals: over. John Barleycorn 
has tasked me with deejaying for 
an en-tire hour. The speakers are 
primed and ready. Emmet tells me. 
"Don't fuck this one up, lips." 


D eejaying looks easy. Push 
some buttons, pump 
your fists, let the song 
build, drop a massive 
beat and the half-naked 
club honeys eat it up. 

It's why every-one calls 
themselves a DJ these days- from 
the greased-up, backward-hat- 
wearing, tank-top-rocking bros 
itching for opening slots in Vegas 
clubs to the basement-confined 
trolls uploading their masterworks 
to SoundCloud and praying for 








Facebook "likes." Blame it on the 
trickle-down effect: Those big-dog 
Top 40 DJs, the Guettas, Avici is, 
Tiestos, Afrojacks-guys who look like 
they should be ruling the Swiss luge 
game- are the new rock stars. Dudes 
rakes in six figures a show. But 
they're just props up there, pushing 
buttons, right? And plus, every 
celebrity claims to be a DJ. Like that 
one A-list female pop singer who 
deejayed a gigantic Las Vegas club 
last year. Anyone can do it, right? 

"Urn, there was actually another 
guy onstage deejaying while she 
fucked around and just showed her 
face," an executive at a prominent 
Las Vegas hot spot reveals to me, 
crushing my cock-sure swagger. 

Temporarily dejected, I call up 
Afrojack, the Dutch DJ who has 
produced some of the biggest 
pop stars in the world. He claims 
he could teach me to deejay in 
five minutes if he hd the time. 
"Deejaying is basically just playing 
records for people," the superstar 
explains. 

Easy enough. 


he could deejay after a 
few weeks of private 
lessons. Now I'm a 
scared schuck, one 
with the audacity, 
no less, to question 
the effectiveness of 
the audio system 
in Emmett's bar- a 
behemoth of inputs 
and outputs and AV 
cords and speakers 
providing biq-testicled 
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F jabian is unexpectedly ordinary. 
The Venezuelan-born 27-year- 
ols son of a former teenage 
Latin rock star is wearing a 
gray turtleneck sweater and 
tight-fitting black denim. His 
look is more clothes-folding 
J. Crew employee than DJ instructor. 
"What did you think I'd look like?" he 
asks me. "A douchebag?" I nod. "It’s 
al right," he says. "A lot of DJs are 
douchebags." 

I like Fabian. 

We're in a nondescript building 
scrunched next to a culinary school 
on a rather unimpressive block of 
North Side Chicago. This is Scratch DJ 
Academy. I'm here to learn how to 
become a superstar. Eight turntable- 
and -mixer combos are situated on 
two rectangular tables in a sterile room 
oddly decorated with graffitti bunnies. 
We'll be using the technologically 
advanced Pioneer machines called 
CDJ-2000s. These high-tech devices 
have virtual vinyl platters; most major 
nightclubs use them nowadays. The 
rest are traditional turntables that play 
vinyl records. CDJs, I learn, make life 
easier: Rather than lug around crates 
of records, you can put all your tracks 
on a sigle thumb drive, plug into the 
digital mixer and be slamming tunes in 
minutes. 

The CDJ also analyzes each track’s 
beats per minute (bpm) and allows 
you to set up cue points for where 
you want to start a song. In you insist 
on vinyl, there's an app for that (of 
course): Many DJs use advanced vinyl- 
mimicking software such as Serato or 
Traktor, We're truly living in the plug-in- 

r - 

Anatomy of a Hit 


and-play DJ era. 

What's there to even learn, then? I 
know how to plug in a USB. 

Oh, how quickly my cockiness subsides. 
I realize I have not the first clue about 
how to even turn on the CDJ, let alone 
cue up a song. An hour of pathetic 
later I am unreservedly humbled. 
Deejaying is a test of patience and 
timing, creativity and endless practice. 
Even executing the simplest of 
blends—combining one song with 
another—proves an arduous task. 

My main challenge, beatmatching, or 
seamlessly blending one track with 
another, is brutal. If two songs' beats 
don't line up, expect and audible train 
wreck. Becoming a master beatmatcher 
requires a keen ear for rhythm and 
tempo, as well as an ability to assess 
musical taste and style. At first I'm a 
lost cause. 

But slowly, with the benefit of the 
complementary computer program, 
Rekordbox, I'm able to practice at 
home. At all hours. My wife tells me 
it has to stop. She starts to instantly 
recognize all my blends. She's sick of 
them. I don't care. I'm obsessed. 

By my fifth lesson I'm confident 
enough to finally attempt my own 
blend on the CDJs. Relying on their 
beat-recognition technology to assist 
me in my mission, I choose two songs 
with similar tempos—Robin Thicke's 
Give It 2 U and DeadmauS's I Said —but 
my head is too busy throbbing with 
self-instruction. Faders. Cue points. 
Tempo shifters, "Nudging" the track 
to keep up with the one currently 
playing on the speakers. Nausea sets 
in. I grow a pair and begin the process: 



AFROJACK’S 
ADVICE TO 


WANNABE DJS 


The 26-year-old Dutch DJ, 
bor Nick van de Wall, is 
one of the world’s most 
prolific beatmasters, 
pulling in an estimated 
$18 million last year. He 
has produced cuts for big- 
time stars from Pitbull to 
Chris Brown. Naturally, 
dude started out as just as 
clueless as the rest of us. 
“I started producing music 
on a PlayStation game,” 
he admits. We figure he’d 
know a thing or two about 
how to jump-start a DJ 
career. We gave him a ring, 
and he dished out killer 


l 


advice. 


We’re not saying every 
electronic-dance-music 
radio smash is exactly the 
same. Then again, most 
follow a similar formula. 


THE CATCHY VOCAL HOOK 

-»A feel-good vocal greets you on 
arrival. Female vocalists excel at handling 
first-verse duties. Australian singer SI A is 
the master. 

See: Calvin Harris's "Sweet Not! 
and David Quetta's "Titanium" 


THE SWELL 

-Ht r s the beat slowly building to a fever 
pitch. Before the surefire mammoth 
chorus, there's said vocalist again, raising 
a fist to the heavens in anguish. 

See: Swedish House Mafia's "Don't You 
Worry Child" and Zedd's "Clarity" 
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*A$ with any 
endeavor, you're 
best served if you 
know what's in 
store before you 
pursue deejaying. 
"Do some tutorials 
on YouTube and 
use Google to find 
out where to take 
classe$ H "the DJ 
says. "And then 
just go there. Just 
try it. Success is not 
as far away as you 
think." 


*You could be the 
most technically 
proficient DJ on 
earth, but everyone 
wants to party 
with a superstar. 
"The difficult part 
is crating an image 
for the people," 
Afrojack explains. 
"The people want 
to go see you. They 
want to listen to 
your music live. " 


*Half the battle for 
a DJ at any level is 
knowing whether 
the audience is 
feeling the music 
he or she is playing. 
"Music is a form of 
communication/' 
Afrojack says. You 
have to read the 
crowd; "Do they 
scream? Do they 
shout? Do they 


start jumping? Or 
do they just stand 
around like. What 
the fuck is this guy 
playing?" 


*Take your time 
when you're first 
learning the craft- 
especially when 
it comes to the 
production game, 
"You have to try 
out every button," 
Afrojack says, 
comparing making 
music to flying a 
plane. "You don't 
go in a plane and 
try to fly right away. 
You download the 
flight simulator first 
and just learn.” 


*Sure, dudes like 
Afrojack make 
milliones a year. But 
don't expect dub 
owners to instantly 
start ponying up 
for you to deejay. 
"They didn't pay 
me money for 
a long time," 
Afrojack says, 

"They didn't even 
allow me to touch 
the decks. I was 
happy just to sit in 
the DJ booth. It's 
hard work. If you 
don't give a fuck 
and are just there 
for the fame, you're 
going to disappear 


I crank up the Thicke track, raising the 
input-one fader. I then look to the CDJ, 
which tells me the track is 127 bpm; 
next I adjust the DeadmauS track's 
bpm to match it. Slowly I decrease the 
tempo shifter so it matches Thicke's. I 
must keep Deadmau5 
in line with Thicke, 
so I fast-forward, 
or "nudge", it to 
get it synced. Once 
DeadmauS is tempo- 
and time-adjusted, 

I press PLAY on the 
CDJ and slowly fade 
in DeadmauS by 
raising the input-two 
fader, and the two 
tracks become one. 

I gently lower input 
one. Thicke is out. 

Emotionally, so am I. 

"Not bad," Fabian 
tells me after the 
lesson. "You definitely 
pick it up a lot faster 
than most students." 

Confidence. Then 
reality: Beatmatching 
is a multitasker's 
nightmare. It's like 
trying to solve a 
calculus problem while 
receiving an under- 
the-table handie from 
the prom queen: 
nearly impossible but 
unbelievably gratifying. 

Fabian's praise, for me and his other 
students, is dangerous, though: In 
the year and change since Scratch 
DJ Academy opened in Chicago, 


enrollment has increased every 
term. Sure, Fabian says most of 
his students aren't naive enough 
to think they'll soon be headlining 
festivals. But as more people suddenly 
fashion themselves as DJs, a crop of 

unprepared, cheaper 
"talent" emerges. 
This semester there's 
Ruben, early 20s, 
quietly confident 
with a bull nose 
ring and a pair 
of headphones 
wrapped around 
his neck; Jeff, 
upper 50s, 
wearing a soccer- 
dad windbreaker, 
dragged here by his 
teenage daughter 
but now planning 
to finish the entire 
yearlong DJ- 
certification course; 
and All, an early- 
30s rapper from 
Turkey sporting mid- 
1990s era Michael 
Jackson circular 
turqoise sunglasses, 
here from Istanbul 
expressly for DJ 
classes. The vast 
majority of DJs, 
like Fabian, gig 
locally and rely on 
cash from performances to pay bills. 
Now this new crop of DJs is suddenly 
undercutting them for bookings. 

"It's affecting everybody in the DJ 
industry," Fabian says. 


IT'S LIKE 
TRYING TO 
SOLVE A 
CALCULUS 
PROBLEM 
WHILE 
RECEIVING 
AN UNDER- 
THE-TABLE 
HANDIE 
FROM THE 
PROM 
QUEEN. 


. — * 
* 


really quickly." 


THE DROP 


THAT VOICE AGAIN 


THE EMPOWERING OUTRO 


->Can't take the anguish? No worries: 
here comes that massive, sweat-inducing 
electronic breakdown. Cathartic re lea se¬ 
if only for a moment 
See: Afrojack's "Take Over Control" am 
David Guetta's "Without You" 


-^Breakdown got your head in a 
tailsplin? Come back to earth with the 
tortured vocalist; he or she is back but 
still in therapy, forever soul-searching. 
See: Calvin Harris's "I Need Your Lc 
and Avici E's "Wake Me Up" 


-*No need to feel burdened. The singer 
will figure his or her shit out In the 
meantime, here's another gargantuan 
electronic breakdown to send you home 
flying. 

See: Tieto'5 
"Hey Brother" 
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this SHIT is so 

complex rt> 

FOR A synthesizer 
fart to emerge 
from MY speakers. 




A 



F eel it, Dan!'" My brother- 
in-law Eddie, 34, is yelling 
at me. I'm standing in my 
sister's and his suburban 
bedroom, hunched over an 
old-school DJ setup: two 
turntables and a mixer My 
newborn newphew, Dylan, cries as 
we blast house music steps from his 
crib. "Soft fingers! I want your hand 
cupping the edge of it! 1 ' Eddie, who 
deejayed more than a decade ago 
when he was in college, is teaching me 
how to deejay using vinyl—not that 
digital crap—with the subtlety of a 
snuff-film director The touch, the feel, 
the exhilaration of physically interacting 
without technological assistance—gets 
him off. 

I amuse him, trying to understand 
his rampant passion for meticulous 
old-school artistry. Sti11,1 can't help 
but wonder: Even if a DJ is a trained 
technical wizard, a blending machine, 
if he doesn't produce his own music, 
will he ever reach the top of the food 
chain? 

"It really has become a producer's 
game," Bad Boy Bill says. Bill was 
ranked one of the top DJs in the 1990s 
but has never produced a far-reaching, 
crossover single. He still deejays for a 


living but is now forced to take any gig 
he can get, such as a recent suburban 
club show in a nearly vacant strip 
mall. He doesn't harbor resentment, 
however. "The thing that's sad to me," 
he says of millionaire production gurus 
half his age, "is when I see somebody 
up there using a programmed set. 
They're not creating anything. They're 
more of a puppet." 

So it takes mad production game to 
be legit Fair enough. The next day, I'm 
firing up my laptop and installing the 
top-notch audio-production software 
Ableton Live. For the next 12 hours 
I stare helplessly at what looks like a 
nuclear reactor. Constructing a song? 
Ha! This shit is so damn complex I'd 
beg for a synthesizer fart to emerge 
from my speakers. 

I'm beyond frustrated. I consult 
Afrojack. 

"Production is insanely hard," I tell him. 
"I could teach you to produce in five 
to 10 minutes," he says. If he had the 
time. 


P erhaps it's the ever-present 
alcoholic beverages I've been 
guzzling or the fact that the 
DJ performing after me gives 
me an approving fist-pound. 
But when my one-hour set concludes 


at John Barleycorn, I feel like a 
legitimate DJ. Sure, my beatmatching 
wasn't perfect and I made one glaring 
error—Trinidad James popped up by 
mistake during a Swedish House Mafia 
groove—instantly followed by my wife 
mock slitting her throat. I don't care. 
The attention. The approving head 
nods from the crowd. It's infectious. 
"Like, oh my God! That was so 
amazing!" my oversexed friend Blair 
tells me as I walk downstairs. I need 
a real opinion. I hunt down my best 
friend, Jason. He'd never lie to me. 
"How shitty was I, dude?" II ask him. 
"You weren't," he replies. "It sounded 
like any other DJ when we go out to a 
bar." 

My brain goes into overdrive. I start 
thinking crazy thoughts: Maybe I'm, 
like, you know, a real DJ. Then I stop 
myself, remembering something Fabian 
told me. 

"There are so many wannabe DJs 
out there," he said bluntly. "It's a real 
problem." 

I know the truth: I'm a wannabe. 

You think I care? For the next two 
hours, three vodka tonics and several 
congratulatory high-fives, I'm DJ 
"Fuckin'" Lips. □ 































'HE PLAYBOY PLAYMATES 


OJ JQCHEN MILLER AND DJ KHQM A WITH 
RAHAF DAKER AND RICKVJMERjP 


Aug. 30, Manila — United in white. Next in line is the highly-anticipated 
BigFish Manila's annual white party, performance of Hardwell aptly named 
Innovation White: The Lost Continent "Go Hardwell or Go Home" in October 1 
froze the World Trade Center in Pasay atthe Mall of Asia Arena in Pasay City. 
City with decked out white and icy Speo|a| thanks t0 our presentor 

interiors, arty-goers rom all over g an M j Light; official resident partner 
flooded the gates of WTC to witness Diamond Hotel; officia , medIa partn er S , 
the awaited beats of international DJs Lifesty]e Network , The Philippine 

"I — — U. KA ill.-.*- 1 r- 



HE BIGFISH TEAM! 


* 

PLAYBOY 



Khomha. Instagram(@bigfishmanila) 

Stunning visuals, fireworks and floods WORK HARD, PARTY HARDER! 
of icy white, you couldn't help but feel 
like you were in a "Lost Continent", 
holding true to Big Fish's theme for this 
year. 




















PEOPLE 



H ere's one generalization that people 
actually agree on: Filipinos are 
musically gifted. From the corner 
karaoke bar to world stadiums, our 
talented artists have been impressing 
crowds both locally and internationally. But now 
a whole new generation of hitmakers is born as 
the local EDM scene gains popularity. 
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"I took one of those online quizzes and it 
said that if I were an animal, I'd be a wolf," 
he shrugged. He needed two syllables so he 
tacked on the word 'kid'there and a new 
persona was born. Well, there's one myth 
demystified. But there's no denying that this 
young man is on his way to EDM fame. He's 
already released his own album, kidWolf: 
Rock Your Brainwaves, and his song, Free, 
co-written with Nica Del Rosario, was the 
official anthem at Summer Siren. It was 
also at this festival that KidWolf officially 
introduced himself to the world as a DJ. 
What fuels his passion? "I love pop, I love 
EDM. I'm not going to apologize for that." 
And if someone says all EDM sounds alike? 
"Look, I'm all about, 'Live and let live.' If 
somebody doesn't like EDM, I'm not going 
to waste my time trying to convince them 
otherwise." Maybe he's a badass, after all. 








Her sweet voice lends itself well to ballads, 
as does her songwriting, having already 
penned songs for the likes of Christian 
Bautista and Sarah Geronimo. A recent 
EDM hit, however, co-written with fellow 
artist, KidWolf, was tagged as the Summer 
Siren Festival Official Anthem. While 
Free may be her first foray into the EDM 
scene, Del Rosario shares that writing for 
the genre still takes some getting used 
to, "Writing for EDM is fairly new to me 
so I still have to get used to the structure. 

I should start using a lot less words. Yun 
yung strength ko, eh, wordy lines. So 
sometimes, Arby [KidWolf] reminds me, 
'Masyado marami words. In a way it's a 
little easier because the beat is always 
good. Sometimes." 





KIO 
PRIEST 

KIO PRIEST WOULD LIKE TO TAKE YOU FOR A 

Not that he wants to take you out and murder 
you (with sick beats, maybe) but that he'd 
like to take you away from whatever it is in 
life that is bringing you down. "When I play 
music, or when you play music, [it] gives you 
... this sort of fantasy in your head. Music 
brings a different world inside of you. You 
can be free,"he said."lt saved my life before 
when I had struggles. It was like a cloud of 
protection for me.'This baby-faced singer- 
songwriter-producer has worked with some 
of the country's best up and coming singers. 

His escapist music is a mixture of electronic 
beats, urban, and rock. 





BEA VALERA (OR 'BV', AS 
SHE IS FONDLY CALLED) IS 
QUITE THE STUNNER WITH 
HER FULL LIPS AND OPEN 
SMILE, LEGS THAT GO FOR 
DAYS, AND HAIR THE COLOR 
OF THE OCEAN. OR FIRE. 

OR THE RAINBOW. WHAT¬ 
EVER PASSES HER FANCY. 


RA 

But beyond her good 
looks, BV is a recording 
artist and songwriter 
with a passion for 
Filipino EDM. "Filipino 
EDM is a fusion of 
different elements 
already here from OPM 
like melodic verses, 
just fused with electro. 
For me, there shouldn't 
actually be a difference. 
We should be good 
enough to be branded as 
something world-class 
as well,"she proudly 
claimed. If the YouTube 
comments on their 
official video for Free 
is anything to go by, the 
world is about ready to 
embrace Filipino EDM. 


GET THE ONES THAT GOT AWAY AND TAKE THEM ANYWHERE WITH YOU. 



Now available for android and ios devices through buqo. 



COMPLETE YOUR PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES COLLECTION 
THROUGH bucjo MAKE ROOM ON YOUR TABLET 
AND THERE WILL NEVER BE ROOM FOR BOREDOM 

DOWNLOADB NOW! 


Get it on 

Google play 
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Download on the 
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IT 5 S ONE THING TO HAVE A BILLION DOLLARS, 
ITS ANOTHER TO BE ABLE TO LIVE WITH IT 





ESCAPE (MJ 1: AN ACT OF BREAKING FREE FROM CONFINEMENT 
OR CONTROL 2: AN ACT OF SUCCESSFULLY AVOIDING SOMETHING 
DANGEROUS, UNPLEASANT OR UNWELCOME 3: A MEANS OF ESCAPING 
FROM SOMEWHERE 4: A TEMPORARY DISTRACTION FROM REALITY OR 
ROUTINE, 

xecution is meaningless without 
escape. 

There's no point getting something 
if you can't get away with it. 

In this case, Kurt, Paige and 
associates have executed the 
removal of a billion dollars from 
a Russian arms dealer (the get) 
and now they're trying to live to 
enjoy it (the getaway). So they're 
"successfully'" (well, hopefully) "avoiding something 
dangerous, unpleasant or unwelcome," that is, getting shot 
to -pieces—which, absent a suicidal urge, is all three. 

The money itself, the cash, is already escaping in trucks to a 
laundry in Guayaquil, Ecuador, Paige, Kurt and Crazy Isaiah 
(one of the aforementioned associates) are now trying to 
surf their way in through a very big wave known as the 
Banzai Pipeline East to make it to shore at Cabo Blanco, 

Peru. 

This is not easy, 

(If escaping were easy, everyone would do it See Thoreau, 
Henry David, "Lives of quiet desperation, most men.") 
Big-wave surfing is not easy. 

(If big-wave surfing were easy, everyone,,.no, they 
wouldn't.) 


Kurt and Paige are doing it. 

They're on the edge, the lip, the blade of the ax of a very big 
wave blown up by a local wind known as el virazon, 

(It's been my experience that anytime anything is titled el 
instead of the, it's a bad motherfucker. This is especially true 
of drug traffickers, but that's literally another story,) 

01' el virazbn has whipped this wave up to a little over 40 
feet. 

Not the biggest wave ever ridden, by any means, but 

consider this- 

It weighs 500 tons and 
it's moving at 70 miles 
per hour. So if you wipe 
out, fall off that board 
coming down the face, 
you're going to smack 
into the water at 70, and 
then a million pounds of 
water are going to come down on fop of you—dangerous, 
unpleasant and unwelcome. 

Repeatedly, if this is the first of, say, a four-wave set. 

That's if you're even alive after the washing machine has 
rolled you, bent you, bounced you, slammed you, burst 
your eardrums and/or ripped your joints out of your sockets. 
That's if you're even "lucky" enough to make it to the 
surface at all to let the next 500 tons crash on you, if you 
haven't drowned already or become so disoriented (the 
eardrum thing) that you dive down instead of up. 

But say you do make it to the surface. 

Now you're in something cheerfully called "the impact 
zone," And no, this is not like "the splash zone" at 



BY DON 
WINSLOW 


[ 


illustration by Thomas ehretsmann 
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SeaWorld, where they give you a plastic poncho 
and you get all wet when the whale smacks its 
tail into the water and everyone screams and 
laughs 

This is where, normally, someone would be risk¬ 
ing his or her life to zoom in on a Zodiac and get 
you the hell out of there before the next wave 
comes down on both of you. 

This is the problem for Kurt, Paige and Isaiah 
There is nobody in a Zodiac to pull them out 
of the impact zone. This is going to be strictly 
YOYO 

You're On Your Own. 

You vs. the Ocean. 

And here's the thing that every waterman does 
or should know: 

The ocean does not care. 

Anthropomorphisms aside, the ocean is going 
to do what it is going to do without regard or 
concern for you, your life, your life story, your 
concerns, your hopes, wishes, dreams or needs 
You are a nothing, a cipher, a zero, an insignifi¬ 
cant speck to even the smallest wave, never mind 
one of these mackers. 

Even if it could care, it wouldn't, it doesn't. 

This is what Kurt has always liked about waves— 
or for that matter mountains or sky—what he 
likes about physics. 

Totally objective. 

Now he glances at Paige, about to go over the 
top. 

Hesitation kills. 

The only thing worse than going over the edge 
of a wave like this is going over late. A slice of 
a second too late and you can't get set on your 
board, you'll pitch over forward and then you're 
in for the whole tumble down the face from 
which you probably won't be able to recover. 

So Kurt's relieved when he sees her launch. 

Then he goes. 


A wave is energy. 

Literally. That's what it is. 

And a big wave is a lot of energy, and Paige feels 
it thrumming under her board as she makes the 
drop. 

You have to survive the drop. 

Survive that first almost vertical plunge and you 
can find a sweet spot in the wave, this one a big 
left-hander. Paige turns in to it, toward the curve 
of the barrel, and jets down at a diagonal, cut¬ 
ting a white line through the angry green water. 
The wave bounces under her, tries to throw her 
off, but this woman has balance from years of 
skiing, confidence that she can stay upright. Surf¬ 
ing is not her best thing—running, climbing and 
skiing are—but she is a world-class ultra-athlete 
and her body is usually going to do what she 
demands of it and now she demands that it stay 

on that board, and it does and then- 

It doesn't. 

She hits a bump, an arbitrarily cruel ruffle that at 
70 per is enough, and suddenly she's not in the 
water, she's in the air. 


Kurt makes the drop. 

Now he's not thinking about Paige, 

Let's be honest here. 

He's thinking about survival. 

His own. 

He's not even really thinking, he's reacting. His 
muscles and nerves are working together to feel 
that wave under him and stay on it, and years of 
surfing, climbing and running have given his legs 

the strength to do it as- 

The wave curls over him and he's in the- 

Famous tube, the greenroom, the barrel- 

He reaches out his back hand to touch the water 

and then- 

The water envelops him. 


“I TRUST TWO THINGS 
IN LIFE. MYSELF AND MY 
DOG. UNLESS I HAVE A 
BONE IN MY HAND, THEN 
I TRUST MYSELF.” 


This is where a surfer can just disappear, A big 
wave swallows him (Jonah meets whale) and 
never spits him back out at least not alive. If 
you're watching from the outside, the surfer is 
just gone, that's all, all you see is water and all 

you can do is wait and hope, and now- 

The wave shoots him out the tube, fast and hard, 
and he stays on until it's all white water, jumps 
off and turns to try to see Paige and Isaiah. 

Isaiah he sees, wading in, all six-seven of him 
hard to miss. 

He doesn't see Paige 


Look, if stealing a billion bucks were easy, every¬ 
one would do it, not just Wall Street cocksuckers 
and Congress. 

(You steal a mere billion in lower Manhattan or 
D C , you a small change chump, Charlie) 

So in addition to the wave issue, Kurt, Paige and 
Crazy Isaiah have another problem—a go-fast 
boat with three angry and armed Russians (one 
of them being Yegor Chubaiv, former owner of 
said billion dollars) coming their way at speed 
from the 535-foot yacht that used to contain the 
cash. 

Yegor is pissed. 

(a) It's his money, 

(b) He believes his stepson Lev was in on it 

(c) He further believes that what's his is his and 
what's yours is his. (See above, Wall Street cock- 
suckers and Congress.) 

The go-fast is bouncing like goofy crazy and 
Yegor doesn't figure it's going to catch the mis¬ 
creants, because they left (escaped, if you will) in 
his helicopter, adding the proverbial insult to the 
proverbial injury, not to mention another hundred 
mil to the tally. 

Then he sees his helicopter. 

Well, remnants of it. 

Busted up, floating on the swell 
As are random Si GO bills. 

This makes Yegor even angrier. 

What cheers him up a little is that he also sees 
a corpse, in a life jacket, and the last time he 
saw this man, the man was flying his helicopter 
off the deck. So this is justice of a sort, but it's 
also very bad news because the chopper was 
carrying- 

(a) The thieves that Yegor wanted to kill himself. 

(b) His stepson, allegedly as a hostage, though 
Yegor doesn't believe it for a second, but nev¬ 
ertheless it is going to play hell with his sex life 
when he has to inform stepson's mother, 

(c) Worse, much worse, the billion dollars in cash, 
which is now sinking into very deep water in a 
very strong current. 

Good that the bastards have received their just 
deserts, bad that they've taken his unjust deserts 
with them, 

Yegor is very rich, but every little billion counts 


The go-fast boat pulls up. 

"You think there are any survivors?" he asks his 
guys, 

"In these seas?" one of them answers. He wants 
to go back to the 535-foot yacht because, fuck 
it, it's not his money. 

"Sons of bitches," Yegor says. 


Lev doesn't ride a wave, he rides a billion dollars. 
In the back of one of Alvaro's trucks headed for 
one of Alvaro's tame banks. 

This is not because Lev is a coward or a shirker— 
quite the opposite—but because he has a task to 
perform before hooking back up with Paige and 
Kurt: Make sure that Alvaro (a, k,a. Sehor Glean) 
sends the billion electronically around the world a 
few times and then home again. 

For the fee of five percent of a billion, which is.... 
Which is,,,, 

(Ah, fuck it, you work it out: if I'd majored in 
math I wouldn't be doing this.) 

In line with this objective. Army Ranger (retired) 
Woody Barnes sits in the front seat of the lead 
truck beside Alvaro with a Remington shotgun 
pointed at Alvaro's neck. If anything goes wrong, 
the first thing to blow will be Alvaro's head. 

Off his shoulders. 

It's not a matter of trusting Alvaro—you'd have 
to have the collective IQ of a West boro Church 
executive board meeting to trust Alvaro—but as 
Woody puts it- 

"I trust two things in life. Myself and my dog. 
Unless I have a bone in my hand, then I trust 
myself," 

Well said, Woody. 

Everything so far has gone pretty much according 
to plan. Oh, there have been a few wrinkles, but 
what's life without a few distractions from reality 
or routine? 

There are also a few things Lev doesn't know. 

He doesn't know, for instance, that their pilot, 
Dave Davids, was killed while fake crashing the 
chopper into the ocean. 

And he doesn't know that Kurt and Crazy Isaiah 
have plunged back into said ocean (having just 
escaped it) in a desperate attempt to get Paige 
out. 

* 

Adele did a song called "Rolling in the Deep." 

All respect and love to a great singer, but Adele 
doesn't know dick about rolling in the deep. 

No one knows about rolling in the deep until 
a 40-foot wave actually rolls you in the deep 
and won't let you up, and then you don't care 
about your boyfriend dumping you or the scars 
of his love, none of that matters, you just want 
a breath, 

A breath. 

Not a lot to ask, but a lot to receive when you're 
15 feet under 500 tons of water. 
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Rolling. 

Paige knows about it. There's that old expres¬ 
sion about "not knowing up from down"? She 
doesn't. How could she when she's been rolling 
at high speed for 200 yards? Then the rolling 
stops so she can start to find her way up to the 
surface. The question is, which way is up? 

What you can't do in this situation is what your 
body wants to do. 

Panic. 

You panic here, your heartbeat accelerates and 
burns up oxygen your lungs desperately need. 
Panic here and make one bad decision and you're 
dead. 

Paige doesn't panic. 

You could put that on a T-shirt or a bumper 
sticker and shorten it up if you want—"Paige 
Don't Panic"—not in a free fall, not on a cliff 
face, not running in Death freaking Valley and 
starting to burn up from the inside. 

Paige Don't Panic. 

What she does is grab her leash. 

The leash is a cord Velcro'd around her ankle and 
attached to the board, and there's one thing that 
Paige is sure of—the board will always eventually 
go up, not down. 

(Ah, physics.) 

So Paige pulls herself up (otherwise she'd be 
pushing, no?) on the cord, knowing that the 
surfboard is by now bobbing on the surface. Her 
lungs feel like they're going to explode, but she's 
trained all her life to ignore feelings and then she 
plunges through and grabs. 

That breath. 

That lovely, lovely breath she's going to need 

because she sees- 

The next wave coming down on top of her. 

Paige grabs another breath and dives under. 


Kurt sees her headstone. 

This is not as morbid as it sounds—a headstone 
in this context is the top of a surfboard bobbing 
above the water. 

It's not a bad sign or for that matter a good one. 
It could mean that the leash snapped and Paige 
could be anywhere. It could also mean that she's 
unconscious under the board. 

But it's the only chance he has, so he swims 
toward it. 

So does Cl, a much stronger swimmer and water¬ 
man. 

Problem is, by the time they can fight their way 
into the white water, it's washed the board away 
and they have to start looking again. 


Three more times. 

Waves crash on Paige and she goes -under. 

The board lurches and takes her on a ride, and 
she thinks of trying to bend forward—a sit-up 
against tons of rushing water—and unhook 
herself, as the board is now a possible blessing or 
a curse. It's dragging her around, but it's also her 
orientation to "up," and it could be seen by her 
friends, if indeed they made it to shore. 

Three times she takes as much air -into her lungs 
as she can and goes under, knowing she's going 
to be under for a long time. The last time she 
doesn't think she's going to make it—the board 
takes her for a sled ride and then she feels the 
damnedest thing on her back. 

Sand. 

Paige gets her feet under her and -forces herself 
up- 

Stands in knee-deep white water, doubles over, 
gasps for air, then straightens up to find Kurt 
and Cl. 

Sees them out in the water, looking for her. 

Paige waves her arms and yells. 

"Guys! I'm on the beach!" 

Beautiful words. 


Always. 

• 

If you're on the beach. 

Out of the water. 

And people are after you. 

Even if you've given them reason to believe 
you're dead. 

There's only one thing to do. 

Run. 

• 

They take a few minutes to get their breath, then 
drag their boards into the brush near the beach. 
This is a hot surf spot, especially when the waves 
are up, so no one is going to think anything of it. 
Then they walk up the beach until they come to 
the place where they'd tucked the equipment 
away. One sat phone. Running shoes. Running 
packs. Shorts. Shirts. Hats. Energy gel. Water. 

A lot of water. 

They strip out of their wet suits, change and take 
off. 

Well, not Crazy Isaiah. 

Cl has this thing about getting too far from the 
ocean, like more than a few thousand yards. He 
wasn't on the yacht, no one saw him, and if they 
do launch a search, it will concentrate on Isla 
Puna, where a plane took off and didn't return. 
So he's going to hang out for a day, catch a few 
waves, just another surf bum, then fly back to 
Kauai. 

"We'll send your share when it's clean," Kurt 
says. 

"I'm not worried." 

"You're going to be one very rich -kanaka." 

"I already am one very rich kanaka," Cl says. He 
has the ocean, food to eat, a place to sleep. 
Crazy Isaiah might be the sanest person you'll 
ever meet. 

Now he wishes them aloha. "Take good care. I 
don't want to do a paddle-out for you." 

He walks away. 

They start to run. 


Paige takes the lead. 

The pacesetter. 

Off the beach, through the strip of scrub brush 
and then into the Sechura Desert, the northern¬ 
most section of the Atacama, the driest place on 
earth. 

They've run desert before, the Bad-water 
Ultramarathon in Death Valley. This is nothing 
like that. The temps at the Bad-water spike at 
120—in the Sechura, the highest temp is going 
to be about 100, but in the morning coastal fog 
it's only 75. 

But they have the same distance to go—130 
miles to cross before they hit the Andean foot¬ 
hills. 

Right—that's five marathons. 

Which is, like, crazy. 

But that's the point. 

They go cross-country to stay away from roads, 
so anyone chasing them is going to have to do it 
on foot. 

Which they won't. 

And if they would, they couldn't. 

That's the point of being an elite ultra-athlete. 
Simply put, you can do things that other people 
can't. 

If Paige and Kurt get across this band of the 
Sechura into the foothills, they will have simply 
disappeared. Then they'll be open-field runners in 
a very big field (the world) and ain't no one going 
to identify them, much less catch them. 

So they run. 

Paige has long been of the belief that the secret 
to life is very simple and can be summed up in 

two words- 

Left, right. 

One foot after the other. 

Take the next necessary step. 


Left, right, left, right. 

This most basic of human activities—running, 
walking—balances not only the body but the 
mind and spirit. Paige read that running has be¬ 
come a treatment for PTSD and depression, that 
the repetitive bipedal activity cuts new neuro¬ 
plastic grooves in the brain, rewrites the cortical 
maps, centers the mind in the balance of left and 
right—the sensorimotor rhythm that produces 
calming alpha waves. 

A biophysicist, Paige knows the chemistry—when 
you run, your body releases phenylalanine, 
dopamine and serotonin, which all make you feel 
good. 

Run long enough, you go into the zone. 

A higher state of consciousness. 

You get insights, even visions. 

Bliss. 

Euphoria. 

She's not there yet. 

Not even close. 

Her problem right now is another -chemical. 
Adrenaline. 

More specifically, adrenaline dump. 

Within the last few hours, Paige has wingsuited 
from an airplane into a cold ocean, swum to a 
boat—where she killed a man who was trying to 
kill her—then survived a big-wave wipeout. 

Her adrenaline surged to freakish levels to allow 
her to do (survive) all that, but now that adrena¬ 
line is saying, "Enough is enough." (The logic 
behind this bromide is irrefutable—if enough 
weren't enough, it wouldn't be enough.) 

The human body is designed to respond to a 
threat or crisis—the cliche mother lifting the 
truck off her child—but then it's designed to 
Crash 
Hard. 

Not run five marathons across a desert. 

So the chemicals coursing through her body are 
telling her to lie down, the chemicals in her brain 
urging her to keep going. 

Yup—mind over matter. 

Left, right, left, right. 

She does what she's always done- 

Take the next necessary step. 

Kurt, fighting the same battle, in rhythm behind 
her. 

Left, right, left, right. 

The secret to life. 


While Paige and Kurt are running, 

The money is zooming. 

Digitally racing around the world, switching 
currencies like dozens of Supermans changing 
in multiple phone booths (Remember them? 

And where does Clark Kent change now?), 
shape-shifting from real estate to stocks to cash, 
splitting apart and coming together amoeba¬ 
like, ending up in numbered accounts in several 
locations around the world—minus, of course, 
Alvaro's five points—and he does all this sitting 
at a computer in the back room of a Guayaquil 
bank. 

Alvaro gives Lev some code numbers and says, 
"Try it." 

Lev tries it. 

And gets access to $10 mil in Zurich. 

"Another," Alvaro insists. 

Twenty mil in Paraguay. 

"Now you change the codes," Alvaro tells Lev. 

"I don't want to know them and be -accused of 
unethical behaviors." 

He sniffs at Woody. 

Woody's share comes to $100 mil, divided into 
five accounts. Half of that is going to find its way 
to paralyzed veterans. 

Lev, coming as he does from a Russian family of 
dubious economic means, is no slouch himself 
when it comes to the money-moving business, 
does his thing. 
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He and Woody say good-bye in the street. 

Woody is on his way to the airport. Fly to LA, 
then to Chicago, then to Denver before he heads 
back to his cabin in the mountains just to make 
sure his track is clean. 

" You sure/' he asks, "you don't want me to 
come with you?" 

Lev shakes his head. "There is nothing to do now 
but run." 

Words to live by. 

# 

Or die by if you're running in the -desert. 

No, we're not going to do the whole running 
ou t-of-wa ter H stag g e ri n g - -towa rd -th e-m i rage-of- 
a-lake thing, don't worry. 

Water is an issue, of course. 

Paige and Kurt "hydrated" before they started 
their run, not making the mistake that a lot of 
desert crossers do—ration their water and drop 
from dehydration with -water in their canteens. 
The Sechura is crossed by thousands of little 
streams, seasonally dry but now refreshed by 
el virazdn. Kurt has a water purifier in his pack 
so they can suck the life-sustaining fluid from 
the shallow beds and get a drink every 20 or so 
miles. 

The sun could kill them. 

It's 90 now, the sun is unrelenting, but they find 
shade under the occasional carob tree or sloping 
rock, and they're smart enough to stop, rest and 
let their body temperatures lower. 

Take off their shoes, treat the blisters, bandage 
the raw, bloodied soles of their feet. They knew 
this was a danger, going straight from saltwater 
into the desert run—not so bad if it were your 
basic triathlon—but now the salt on their skin 
is starting to burn and crack on their feet, their 
faces, their lips. 

Getting their shoes back on hurts like hell. 
Getting up to run again hurts worse. 

But they do it. 

Left, right, left, right. 

They run across this desert of grays and duns 
because the essential difference between elite 
athletes and the others is not always physical but 
mental. 

• 

There are some billionaires who are morons (see 
Babies, Trust Fund) and this is mostly a matter of 
ankle-deep genetic pools, but Yegor Chubaiv is 
not one of these. He r s a self-made oligarch who 
came up the hard way (in the armaments trade 
there is no soft way), and now as he sits on his 
boat being unceremoniously towed into Guaya¬ 
quil, Yegor doesn't waste a lot of time or energy 
brooding about his lost billion and his son-of-a- 
bitch, no-good, stinking ingrate of a stepson—he 
thinks about them instead. 

Some helicopter wreckage. 

One body. 

Some money floating on the water. 

And he plays the game beloved of dreamers, 

screenwriters and self-made -billionaires- 

What if? 

What if the helicopter didn't really crash? 

What if the thieves made it to shore with my 
money? 

What if I could track the bastards down? 

Being of a practical bent, Yegor's next questions 

focus on the question- 

How? 

To answer this, he goes through the same pro¬ 
cess that the robbers did, identifying problems 
and then solving them. He looks at charts and 

maps and -then- 

Irena interrupts. 

Forty-eight hours, she says, before the robbers 
release Lev. 

"Lev's not coming back," Yegor says. 

"How can you say such a thing?" Irena screams. 
"Lev is not coming back," Yegor repeats to ir¬ 
ritate her, "because Lev was in on it," 


"In on what?" 

It's lucky for her she's very good in bed. ''On the 
robbery." 

JJ How can you think that?" 

Then again, no one is that good. "Please go 
away now. I'm working," 

She does and he goes back at it By the time 
they're tying his crippled yacht up to the dock, 
Yegor has an -answer. 

* 

Kurt and Paige stop late afternoon of the first 
day. 

Eat a couple of protein bars and sleep for three 
hours under a shelf of rock. Then they get up, 
suck down energy gels and more water, strap on 
their headlamps and run in the cool dark. 

With the sleep and the absence of sun, it feels 
like a new life. 

They run all night and through the relative cool 
of the morning, then find shade again and rest. 
This is what most desert animals do, and it works 
for them. 

* 

Lev gets on a bus. 

That wends its way from Guayaquil into the 
Andes. 

East to El Tambo, where he changes -buses for 
the southern route. 

To Azogues, then Cuenca and Saraguro. 

The mountains to his left are tantalizing as he 
heads for Loja 
To meet Paige and Kurt, 

* 

Pain is a great teacher. 

What it mostly teaches is that pain is bad. 

There are nobler lessons—perseverance, change 
(to avoid cause of said pain), -compassion—but 
mostly what it teaches is that if you can do things 
to avoid, lessen or eliminate pain, it's the better 
idea. 

Most human progress is, in fact, based on the 
avoidance, lessening or elimination of pain. 

Here's Alvaro's problem. 

He can't give up code he doesn't know. 

He can't say where Lev has headed because he 
doesn't know that either. (Which brings us to the 
old "ignorance is bliss'' bromide—yeah, not nec¬ 
essarily.) So Alvaro's getting an education in pain, 
but there isn't anything he can do to escape it 
We're not going to get into details on what kind 
of pain he's in because this isn't "torture porn," 
and what's the point? 

Suffice to say that Yegor knows how to hurt 
people, Alvaro wants him to stop, but all he can 
do is point down the street (with his thumb) and 
say, "He went that-a-way," 

Which may or may not be enough. 

* 

On the topic of pain. 

Paige and Kurt are in it, 

A world-class male ultra marathoner finishes the 
Bad water in about 25 hours, the best women in 
about 30. 

But that's with a support crew supplying them 
with water, food, medical treatment, encourage¬ 
ment and guidance. 

Not out there basically alone, after having already 
been through an ordeal. So Kurt and Paige aren't 
-making—aren't even trying to make—that kind 
of time. 

They run for two days. 

With breaks for sleep and to avoid the worst of 
the heat. 

Coming into the 40 hours, they are -hurting. 

Feet blistered, raw and sore, legs aching, lips 
cracked, skin peeling, their whole bodies bone 
weary 

A part of Kurt wants to quit. 

Give up and die. 

Paige won't let him. 

Makes him take the lead 

Gets in behind him, foot for foot and chants her 


mantra. 

Left, right. 

Left, right. 

One foot after the other. 

Take the necessary step, 

Then the next one. 

But now you're past the zone. 

Past the realm of insight and higher conscious¬ 
ness into the world of 
Lower consciousness. 

Near your lizard brain, it's no wonder 
So many religions have emerged from the desert, 
the landscape of sere rock and sun, of stillness, of 
vision and hallucination. 

Left, right, left, right. 

Left, right, left, right. 

Sun gods. 

In this quiet, in this space, you hear and see 
things that aren't there but are, either out there 
or in your head and then there's no difference 
anyway. 

Left, right. 

Left, right. 

There's only pain and perseverance, 

The cry of a bird, the rustle of a lizard. 

You know what it means to be one with nature, 
it means you're dead, 

In the earth. 

Left, right. 

Left, right. 

And then for Kurt there is only sun and sky, 

And then only sun. 

It calls to him, 

Like a god. 

Like God. 

And he wants to go, 

Fade upward. 

Skyward, 

Toward the sun. 

Toward his life and death. 

And then Kurt sees green. 

The green of grass and trees and water and life. 
Left, right. 

Left, right. 

He hears Paige laugh. 

* 

Guayaquil is a big city—2 million people—but 
there are only so many ways in and out, 

Yegor has the people and connections to run 
them all down. 

Lev didn't take a flight out. 

Ditto train. 

Which means he's still in the city (doubtful) or 
he drove, or he took a bus. At the bus station, a 
clerk remembers someone matching his descrip¬ 
tion buying a ticket to El Tambo, In El Tambo they 

confirm that he got on another bus to- 

* 

Loja sits in a valley 

The valley of Cuxibamba, which Paige thinks is 
exotic and pretty. 

So different from the desert, this cloud forest and 
jungle, jumping-off point for the conquistadors 
into the Amazon basin. 

It makes Kurt almost green-sick, this sudden 
lushness, this attitude over a mile high. And 
civilization, a city with a quarter million people, 
two universities, parks, museums, theaters, 
cathedrals. 

Out of the desert now, life seems more like life. 
But it takes a little adjustment. 

Lev was safely in Loja waiting for them in an out- 
of-the-way hotel bar They sit down to beers, and 
Kurt tells him about Dave's death. 

"It's a shame," Lev says, "I was very much hop¬ 
ing...," 

"I know," Kurt says. "What should we do with 
his share?" 

"There's a daughter, isn't there?" Lev asks. "From 
one of the marriages?" 

Paige asks, "What are we going to do? Just go 
up to her and give her 1100 million?" 
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"We could start a trust fund," Lev says. "Some¬ 
thing about her father's insurance. Inject money 
into it a little at a time." 

"Something like that," Kurt says. 

"They must have known he led a dangerous 
life," Lev says. 

"And that's it?" Paige asks. "We raise a beer to 
him and say 'So long'?" 

"What else do you want to do?" Kurt asks. 
What else is there to do? 


They're much too tired to make love. 

Kurt and Paige lie in the cool sheets in their 
room, after their third shower of the day, and try 
to go to sleep. You would think it would be easy, 
given their exhaustion, but it isn't. 

Finally, Paige gets to it. "I killed someone." 

"He was going to kill you." 

"I put us into the situation." 

"Not by yourself." 

"That doesn't change it," Paige says. "At all." 
"Let it go, Paige." 

"Fuck you." 

They lie there in silence and sleep fitfully with 
dreams that aren't nightmares but neither are 
they sweet. Wake up before dawn with the 
realization they have bought wealth at too high 
a price, and that they were freer before, and all 
their escapes will be but temporary distractions 
from that reality. 

• 

"Where are you going to go now?" Paige asks as 
she watches him get dressed. They'd had clothes 
and equipment shipped to this hotel. 

"I thought we were a we," Kurt answers. 

"I don't know that we can be together after 
this." 

"I'm going to Chimborazo," Kurt answers. 

Before Everest was discovered, it was thought to 
be the highest mountain in the world. At 20,702 
feet, given the equatorial bulge, its summit is the 
farthest point from the center of the earth. 

The farthest point from the center of the earth. 
That's extreme. 

"I thought we were going to do that only if we 
were being chased," Paige says. 

The final exigency plan. If they didn't shake the 
pursuit in the ocean or the desert, run to the 
most extreme of terrains, drag the chasers into 
territory that you can handle and they can't. 

Kurt shrugs. "We're here. Lev and I thought we'd 
give it a try. You're coming with us, right?" 

"I don't know now." 

"There's a lot you don't know all of a sudden," 
Kurt snaps. 

"I'm starting to think there's a lot you've never 
known." 

"Clever." 

"Well, I'm the smart girl." 

He sits on the bed and pulls on his boots. "I'm 
going downstairs to have breakfast. We're leav¬ 
ing in two hours from out front. I hope you're 
there. If not, it's been great, Paige. The best part 
of my life." 

She says nothing as he walks out. 

It was the best part of my life too, she thinks. 
Asshole. 

• 

Kurt's legs hurt as he goes down the stairs. 

Life without Paige? 

It's surreal. 

As is the idea that they 
Got away with it. 

The money's in the bank(s), there's been no 
pursuit, and he's free to do anything he wants for 
as long as he lives. 

Freedom. 

It's unreal. 

Well, fuck yes, it is. 


Lev is pressed against the wall of his room. 

By three of his stepfather's men. 

"The codes to the bank accounts," Yegor says. 
"No." 

"And I want your friends." 

"Again, no." 

"You have no idea," Yegor says, "the pain we 
can inflict." 

"You sound like bad cinema," Lev answers. "So 
let me match it: I can take anything you dish 
out." 

Yegor asks, "Perhaps, but can that tedious slut 
who bore you?" 

In Hamlet, his mother Gertrude does get killed. 
But it wasn't Hamlet who did it. 


Kurt piles equipment into the old truck. 

Paige hasn't shown up, but neither has Lev. 

The first no-show surprises Kurt, the second 
doesn't. 

Lev is what they used to call a ladies' man, what 
they now call a player (or playuh), and has doubt¬ 
less hooked up and will soon come tumbling 
out the door, hopping on one foot (agreed, one 
rarely hops on two) while putting his shoe on the 
other. 

Kurt has often thought that what will kill Lev is 
not a hand slipping off a rock face but a vitamin 
E deficiency, that he'll simply drop dead one 
day staggering out of a hotel room in postcoital 
stupefaction. 

So he's sure Lev is going to show up eventually. 
Paige? 

Could go either way. 

She's stubborn. 

Her moral code carved in marble. 

Kurt is not without feeling. In fact, he feels 
terrible that he put her in a situation where she 
had to violate that code. He knows she's hurting, 
knows she's going to hurt for a long time. 

But he's also a realist who believes that you live in 
the present or not at all. 

You spend too much time looking back at your 
mistakes, you're not looking at what's in front of 

you, and in his world of extreme sports that- 

Can get you killed. 

He's also a great conserver of energy. 

Energy is valuable and finite. 

It should be applied to the challenge at hand. 

Not wasted on regrets. 

Apparently Paige has come to the same conclu¬ 
sion, because now she strides out the front door 
with a duffel bag of equipment slung over her 
shoulder. She tosses the bag into the truck and 
gets behind the wheel. 

"Where's Lev?" she asks. 

Kurt's look is one of inquiry. 

"I'm as far away from the center of my emotional 
earth as I can be," Paige explains. "Maybe if I go 
there in actuality, it's the way back." 

It's a metaphysical explanation, Kurt thinks. 

But an explanation. 

A few minutes later Lev emerges from the hotel. 
Hopping on one foot. 


They drive to 15,000 feet and hike the next 
1,000 up to the base shelter. 

Chimborazo has four summits, but they're only 
interested (of course) in summiting the highest. 
Whymper Peak. 

The plan is to leave at 10 p.m. and take the 
southwest route through El Corredor (which 
sounds more ominous than the Corridor, no?) 
past Castle Rock, then summit by 10 a.m. 

The timing has to do with weather. Typically, it 
gets warmer in the late morning, the sun starts 
to melt snow and ice, sending huge rocks tum¬ 
bling down the slope, especially from the Castle, 
which, Paige observes, is exactly what people in 
castles used to do when they were under siege. 


So it behooves you to be out of the rock zone 
before this happens. 

The climb to the summit is no joke. 

("A minister, a priest and a rabbi decide to go up 
Chimborazo. And the minister says....") 

The route is extremely steep, cold, windy, covered 
in various depths of wet snow, and El Corredor is 
often covered with black ice, which is not good 
because it's a narrow little corridor with a 1,000- 
foot straight drop on either side. 

So slipping is not a good idea. 

They have the necessary equipment and now 
they unpack it. They check and -double-check it. 
The key to clothing is layers. 

Outdoor Research wicking T-shirts, long-sleeve 
base layers and thin insulating layers; Ferrosi 
soft-shell jacket and a down jacket with a hood. 
Schoeller climbing pants, WinterTrek fleece 
hats with Ninjaclava hoodies; StormTracker liner 
gloves under OR heavy gloves, Koflach climb¬ 
ing boots, SmartWool socks, Petzl Snowalker 
ice axes. Black Diamond crampons, Ecrin Roc 
helmets, Julbo sun goggles, Tikka XP headlamps, 
Trango Piranha knives. 

Lev takes something else out of his bag. 

An HK MP5-N machine pistol. 

Kurt stares at it. 

"I have to tell you something," Lev says. 


The plan is to kill them on the climb to the sum¬ 
mit. Lev was supposed to go along with it, escort 
Kurt and Paige up the trail, which has been a 
graveyard for many others, where the bodies will 
never be found. 

Get Kurt and Paige on the slope, silhouetted 
against the mountain where they'll be perfect 
targets. 

"Of course they will kill me too," Lev says. "They 
just haven't said as much." 

Kurt asks about the money. 

"Dummy files," Lev answers. "When he opens 
them, he'll think they're -real at first. Actually, 
they will open up flak—thousands of false files 
that will crash the system. The money is safe." 
Living to access it is the issue. 

"This isn't all that different from what we 
planned," Kurt says, "as a worst-case scenario. 
Drag them into territory where they can't stay 
with us." 

"I told you," Lev says, "these men fought in 
Chechnya." 

"And?" 

"Do you know what Chechnya is?" 

"The Caucasus," Paige answers. "Mountains." 
Paige would kick ass on Jeopardy. 

She would kick some serious Trebek ass. 

Yegor is former Spetsnaz, special forces, Lev says. 
The men coming with him were all trained at 
Hatsavita, the special forces mountain school, 
and fought in the Caucasus. 

They're mountain troops. 

"These guys can stay with us," Paige says. 

"We'll see," says Kurt. 

Confidence has never been Kurt's problem. 

(Its kissing cousin, arrogance, has.) 

But he thinks that's what being the best is about. 
There are no degrees of best. 

Either you are, or you aren't. 

Finding out in a life-or-death situation is about as 
extreme a test as it gets. 

They finish packing their gear. 


Lev leads. 

He's the best mountaineer of the three. 

Paige in the middle. 

Kurt behind. 

The left-right of mountain trekking is different 
from the left-right of desert running. You can't 
let your mind go somewhere else—you have to 
carefully watch where you put each foot. 
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They're climbing up a glacier, and that glacier 
is rife with crevasses, deep cracks that are hard 
if not impossible to see at night, even under a 
full moon. Fall into a crevasse and you might 
never be seen again. Hope that the fall kills you 
because there is no way to get you out, and dy¬ 
ing of cold, exposure, broken bones and smashed 
internal organs is a bad way to go out. 

It's beautiful out there, though 

Paige looks up at the summit, glowing silver now. 

The Ice Throne of God. 

What the locals call Chimborazo, 

Paige wonders if she'll meet God there. 

And, if so, what She'll say. 


Another problem is altitude. 

By the time they got to base camp, they were 
already at high altitude, anything above 11,500 
feet. Now they're at the level classified very high 
altitude, 11,500 to 18,000 feet 
A scientist, Paige knows the biochemistry. 

In this range, arterial oxygen saturation drops be¬ 
low 90 percent and inspiratory oxygen pressure 
decreases Which is a fancy way of saying that as 
you climb higher, the oxygen needed to sustain 
mental and physical alertness decreases. The 
problem is exacerbated by the rate of ascent and 
the amount of aforementioned physical activity 
you're doing. 

And they're climbing fast and hard. 

A race to the summit, because if they can get up 
and over before the Russians can catch up with 
them, they have a chance to survive. 

But now they're starting to suffer from hypox¬ 
emia—low blood oxygen—which increases the 
rate of breathing and makes you use your chest 
and stomach muscles to breathe at all. 

In short, it wears you out. 

You feel breathless. 

Even superbly conditioned athletes feel the ef¬ 
fects in this range. The only good news is that 
the Russians feel it too. 

And now they're pushing toward the 18,000- 
foot mark 

The so-called altitude barrier. 

A.k.a. extreme altitude. 

Humans just aren't designed to live up here. 

There has never been permanent human dwelling 
above 19,000 feet. 

For good reason. 

Above the altitude barrier, bad things happen. 
The hypoxemia gets worse, further dropping 
blood oxygen levels, which makes you start to 
hyperventilate. The hyperventilation leads to hy¬ 
pocapnia, reducing carbon dioxide in the blood, 
which constricts the blood vessels in the brain, 
which leads to two more bad things. 

Alkalosis—that feeling of pins and needles in the 
extremities—i.e., those feet you need to keep 
you from falling off the slope or into crevasses. 
Then you get muscle cramps, not particularly 
helpful trying to climb up a mountain at speed. 
But worse is cerebral edema, 
ft starts with a headache you can't get rid of. 

Your gait becomes unsteady—something you 
really don't want on an already slippery slope. 
Then you get a retinal hemorrhage. 

Yeah, it's what it sounds like—you start bleeding 
from the eyes. 

That's okay, though, because you won't feel it 
for long. You gradually lose consciousness, then 
black out. 

Then die. 

This is why people do not live up here. 

This is why people shouldn't even go up here. 
Most people, Paige considers, think climbing a 
mountain is a metaphor, a matter of willpower. 
She knows that it's a matter of biology. 

Some people's systems can handle it, to varying 

degrees 

Others 1 can't. 


A biochemical crapshoot 

Speaking of shooting, she looks down and sees 

them coming. 

* 

Kurt sees them too. 

Eight men, strung out in a line, weapons slung 
over shoulders, maybe 2,000 feet below. 

And gaining, 

• 

Lev is basically trying to kill his stepfather. 

Heart attack, hypoxemia, cerebral edema. 

Pick your poison. 

Welcome to the death zone 

With this in mind, Lev picks up the pace. 


Paige is starting to feel what they softly call 
woozy, 

Kurt, behind her, can see it in her footsteps. 
Unsteady gait. 

He reaches out and steadies her. Looks behind to 
see that the Russians have closed to 500 yards. 
Bad time or good time—depending on what 
transpires—to reach El Corredor, 


Lev picks it up to a jog, then a trot, then a run. 
Paige keeps pace, but even with the crampons, 
her feet are slippery on the ice. She tells herself 
not to look at the 1,000-foot drops on either 
side, just focus on what's ahead. 

It's just 90 feet across, 

80, 70 r 60. .. 

She slips at 30. 


Kurt grabs her by the straps of her pack. 

And pulls. 

Tottering on the edge, muscles straining, he 
fights for strength and balance. 

Bends his legs and thrusts up. 

They sway for a second together. 

Either they both make it or they both don't. 
Could go either way. 

Then she finds her feet, plants, they make it 
across El Corredor. 

* 

Not everyone does. 

Third Russian in line, his feet go out from under 
him. 

It would be a comic pratfall if he didn't grab the 
guy in front of him and they both slide off the 
edge. 

Screaming in the wind, 


Two down, Lev thinks 

He leads them across a broad snowfield. 

The snow in this field masks crevasses. 

Lev jumps over them, points them out to Paige 
and Kurt 

The Russian in the lead misses the cue. 

Plunges into one of them. 

None of the others pause to see if they can help 
him. 

Mission-driven, these boys. 

They keep coming. 

Three down, Lev thinks. 

But they're gaining 
He has to change it up. 

Lev leads them off the trail, 

• 

The God of Sun meets the God of Ice as they 
head up the final 2,000 feet. 

WTF, Kurt thinks as Lev deviates from the route. 
Then he sees the ice wall ahead of them. 


Already exhausted, it's excruciating work. Dig in 
the toes of the crampons, reach up and swing 
the ax, hope to get it bitten in good and then 
pull up. If the ax doesn't have a true grip, you're 


going to slide down or, worse, fall off backward 
They climb. 

One hundred feet. 

Two hundred. 

Dig in, hold with one ax, swing with the other, 
pull up. Dig in, hold with one ax, swing with the 
other, pull up. 

Kurt's arms burn, his lungs burn, leg muscles 
cramp, head throbs. He's not the scientist that 
Paige is, but he knows that it's alkalosis setting 
in. Feels the pins and needles in his feet. 

Dizziness, 

What's next? 

The manuals talk about malaise setting in. 
Malaise. 

From the French "bad ease.'' 

Fuck the French. 

IMo time for bad ease now, no time for ease of 
any kind, good or bad. Only time for effort. Good 
effort. Successful effort. Get up and over the ice 
wall. 

Toward the summit. 

Always the summit. 

The top. 

The extreme 
Kurt looks down. 

The Russians are at 300 yards and closing. 

Almost within firing range. 

Even with the thin air and tortured breathing, 
these men are trained in biathlon. They'll control 
their breath and get off accurate shots. 

He reaches the top wall. 

To see Paige's butt disappear over it ahead of 
him. 

Looks back. 

The Russians are coming. 


A rock wall is next. 

Free-climbing, 

Actually solo climbing 
Look, Ma, no ropes. 

Paige follows Lev's route. 

Lev the solo climber, flash climber, speed climber, 
jazz climber. Heavy gloves off now, trade warmth 
for grip, but not a lot of time because you can't 
trade grip for frostbite either. 

Self-defeating behavior, that 

Hand grip, foothold. Hand grip, -foothold. 

First and last rule of solo climbing—three points 
of contact on the rock. A hand and two feet, two 
hands and a foot, doesn't matter Plant three and 
then move one. Find a ledge and grab it with a 
hand. Stabilize. Find a crack and stick your foot 
in it. Then reach out with a hand, find the next 
ledge. 

Five hundred feet of rock wall and she knows it's 
Lev's desperate attempt to shake the pursuit. Few 
mountain climbers are solo climbers. Few want to 
go up a rock face with no ropes, belays, pitons, 
nothing but balance, skill, confidence, faith and 
hope. 

Come on up if you have it in you. 

If not, good-bye. 

Lev gets lucky and Paige sees it. 

A long, narrow vertical crack. 

Lev wedges (good word in solo climbing, wedge 
is) a foot in and crabs up sideways, presses his 
spine against one side of the crack, one foot 
wedged against the other, goes up like an eleva¬ 
tor on a construction site and she follows. 

Kurt below her, struggling, his bulk a disad¬ 
vantage now but his strength a compensation 
Strong arms, strong hands that have gripped her 
so many times now grip cold unforgiving rock. 

He makes it into the wedge and now they're 
stacked there. 

Paige risks a look down. 

The Russians are at the base, unloading ropes. 

The leader sets out. 

He'll hammer in the pitons, set the ropes, create 
the belays. 
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They're coming. 

She looks back up. 

Lev has come to the top of the vertical crack to a 
problem. 

An overhanging ledge. 

This is the trouble with jazz climbing. 

It calls for improvisation. 


This is Coltrane. 

This is Bird, Dizzy and Prez. 

No easy riff this ledge. 

Sticks out a good 10 feet and the trouble is 
You can't reach it and keep three points of con¬ 
tact with the rock. 

Or two. 

Or even one. 

You have to push off with your feet. 

Backward. 

Jump. 

Reach forward. 

And grab. 

Not ideal. 

They've reached that point where they can't 
go up, they can't go down, and they can't stay 
where they are. 

• 

Yegor sees it. 

And laughs. 

Even though it costs him most of the breath he 
has left. 

Truth is, he's past exhaustion. Truth is, he 
shouldn't have come. Larger truth is, he couldn't 
help himself. 

Ego. 

And the inability to delegate. 

And the suspicion that his trusted men might cut 
some sort of side deal with his devious stepson. 
So Yegor has willingly walked into the death 
zone. 

Climbed (to be fair, with some assistance) up an 
ice wall and now has the satisfaction of seeing 
Lev and his little friends trapped 500 feet up a 
rock face with nowhere to go. 

Then- 

• 

Lev flies. 

No other word for it, sorry. 

He pushes off from the rock, slanting backward, 
gets air, reaches out and grabs the rock shelf with 
the fingertips of his left hand. 

Paige watches him dangle. 

For a second. 

Then, 

Slowly, 

Slowly, 

Pull himself up. 

He disappears for a second and the next thing 
she sees is his hand reaching down and she hears 
the very frightening words: 

Til catch you!" 

• 

Yeah. 

This ain't one of those corporate retreat bullshit 
trust exercises where you fall backward into a 
reluctant colleague's arms. 

This is 500 feet in the air. 

Frigid air. 

And if he doesn't catch you, you don't take an 
embarrassing flop to the ground, you fall to your 
death. 

No re-dos. 

On the other hand (so to speak), 

What else are you going to do? 

Live in a crack the rest of your short life? 

Freeze to death there? 

Wait for people to come shoot you? 

The menu is not an attractive one, so Paige 
launches. 

Springs. 

Reaches up where 

Lev's hand grabs her and- 


He used to annoy the shit out of her, sitting in 
bars all the time squeezing a hard rubber ball, 
but now she thanks God for all those aggravat¬ 
ing hours as his hand grips hers like the cliche 
vise and he lifts her onto the shelf. 

From where she shouts down to Kurt. 

"We'll catch you!" 


Yegor can't believe what he just saw. 

Thinks it's maybe a hypoxemic hallucination. 
But he just saw three people fly. 

He yells to his men, with no notable originality, 
"Get them!" 


Exhausted, they lie on the shelf and peek over. 
Don't want to believe what they're -seeing. 

The five remaining Russians moving up the rock 
face like a machine. A beautifully coordinated 
climbing team, efficiently setting belays and mov¬ 
ing up, rotating the lead climber. 

It's almost admirable. 

Yegor, played out, is at the end of the rope, as it 
were. The others set and then haul him up. 

"We'll catch a breath and go," Kurt croaks. 

A long spine leads the final 1,000 feet to the 
summit. It's futile, but there's nothing else to do. 
The Russians will make the rock face and chase 
them to the top. 

Where it's endgame. 

They've trudged 100 yards when Kurt feels that 
something is wrong behind him. Well, a lot is 
wrong behind him, but specifically, he sees Lev, 
rifle unslung, heading back toward the rock face. 
Kurt hollers, "No!" 

It echoes. 

Yegor turns and waves. 

A good-bye. 

Then carries on. 

"We can't let him," Paige whispers. 

It's as much breath as she has for speech. 

"We can't stop him either," Kurt says. 

He turns her around and they start for the top. 


Lev means lion in Russian. 

It fits. 

Heart of a lion. 

He makes it back just as his co-countrymen get 
to the shelf, elegantly solving the problem with 
a series of pitons and belays that force them to 
edge backward along the bottom surface of the 
shelf. 

Problem is, he can't get a shot. 

Tries, but there's no angle. 

The men are under the shelf or pressed too tight 
against the rock. And now they're efficiently 
hauling Yegor up. 

Lev sees his chance. 

He steps to the edge of the shelf. 

And dives. 

Like you'd swan dive into the water. 

Off a cliff in Acapulco. 

And he aims for the section of rope holding his 
unbeloved stepfather. 

Years of wingsuiting have prepared Lev for this. 
He dives now like a hawk on its prey. 

From 100 feet the impact is horrific. 

Bones shatter. 

Blood bursts into the sky, 

But Lev grabs the rope above Yegor and 
Holds on and twists. 

Spins, 

Fouling himself and Yegor in the line. 

Lev wraps one forearm around Yegor's neck and 
with the other hand grabs the knife at his belt. 
Does what the Russians above know they have to 
do anyway. 

Lev smiles at Yegor, reaches up. 

And cuts the line. 


There are a lot of forces you can buy off with 
multibillions. 

But 

Gravity ain't one of them. 

Yegor falls like anyone else, which surprises him. 
As for Lev, 

He's not happy to die. 

But if he has to. 

He'd die on a mountain. 

Taking an evil with him. 

There is no such thing as a clean death, 

But some are cleaner than others. 


To die in a world of white is about all you can ask 
for, after all. 

In a cold, clean world of white 

Kurt and Paige stagger up the mountain because 

this is all they know to do. 

His eyes bleed, his chest heaves. 

It has all caught up with them now. 

The efforts, the exertions, the -exhaustion. 

She is so sleepy. 

To fall into a bed of pure white snow 
Would be a warm soft death. 

With the wind whistling a song, 

To die on a mountain 
Closest to the sun. 

As close to the sun as a 
Person can walk. 

There are worse deaths, far worse. 

They stagger on. 

Stagger up. 

And then they are on the summit. 

Close to the sun. 

Kurt looks back. 

Through red eyes he sees 
Four men coming, 

Black forms against white. 

Death coming steadily in black. 

They're trapped now. 

It is said that when you've reached the summit, 
there's nowhere left to go. 


"Paige," Kurt says. 

"Yes?" 

"I'm not ready yet." 

"Neither am I." 

If we die tomorrow, we will have lived today. 

If we die today, we have lived. 

They drop their packs, open them and take out 
their wingsuits. An enormous, enervating effort, 
just to get into them, but they do, barely heeding 
the bullets that zip past them in the crisp air, the 
sound crackling against the mountain. 

Here, at the farthest point from the center of the 
earth, 

But closest to the sun, 

The extreme. 

They hold hands, walk to the edge and jump. 


There are hawks that mate for life. 

Because they love to fly only with each other. 
Kurt and Paige. 

Free-fall in love. 

Flying into a blue sky. 

Through shafts of golden light. 

With the whole world in front of them. 

Open sky, 

They don't know what's out there, 

Beyond or below them. 

They don't know 
Where, 

Or if. 

They'll land. 

They only know 

They are together and they are together free. 

□ 
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...OLDMAN 

Continued from page 51 

PLAYBOY: Were you loaded on some films 
more than others? 

OLDMAN: It wasn't that I was at the bar every 
single night or drinking on set. I always took 
the work seriously. I always showed up on time. 
I'm prepared, I know my lines, and I'm shocked 
when other people don't. But there was one 
movie toward the end, The Scarlet Letter, when 
I was in a dodgy place. And I was pretty good 
in it too. I have hardly any memory of making 
it, though. 

PLAYBOY: Your co-star Demi Moore called you 
out on your addiction, right? 

OLDMAN: Yes, Demi, lovely Demi. I remain 
grateful. This past March was 17 years since I 
last had a drink. 

PLAYBOY: What's the secret to sobriety? 
OLDMAN: The secret is you have to want to 
stop. They talk about 12 steps if you go through 
the program, but the only one you have to do 
perfectly is the first, which is to acknowledge 
that you have a problem and that your life is 
unmanageable. It's a horrible thing to be in 
what people call "the disease." 

PLAYBOY: What's your take on legalizing 
marijuana? 

OLDMAN: It's silly to me. I'm not for it. Drugs 
were never my bag. I mean, I tried it once and 
it wasn't for me, though, unlike Bill Clinton, I 
did inhale. To me, the problem is driving. People 
in Colorado are driving high and getting DUIs. 
That's what I worry about. Listen, if you want to 
do cocaine, heroin, smoke marijuana, that's fine 
by me. It's just that I worry about kids behind 
the wheel of a car more than anything. 
PLAYBOY: Is there any way the film community 
could have intervened to save Philip Seymour 
Hoffman? 

OLDMAN: You can try, but you can't stop 
someone, no. You have to want to do it for 
yourself. That's the only way. I had heard he had 
run-ins with heroin and booze and things, so it 
wasn't a total surprise. Tony Scott committing 
suicide knocked me sideways. That floored 
me, as did Heath Ledger. All those ridiculous 
stories about him being so in the character of 
the Joker was certainly not the person I knew. 
That's sort of ludicrous, people blurring the lines 
and not understanding. There's a lot of rubbish 
talked about acting, and it's often propagated 
by practitioners of it. You just want to say, "Oh, 
shut up." 

Even when you're working closely with 
people, you don't really know what they're 
like at home. On the outside someone like 
Philip Seymour Hoffman appeared to be happy 
professionally. He had kids; he was working with 
interesting people. But one never really knows. 
What eventually happens is you put the drink 
or the drug before everything else. There's no 


argument about how good he was, but who 
knows what was going on inside? I don't mean 
this disrespectfully, but maybe he looked in the 
mirror and always saw that very pale sort of fat 
kid. It's a real tragedy for his family. 

PLAYBOY: You've been married four times, 
including, as you mentioned, to Uma Thurman. 
What have you learned in the process? 
OLDMAN: [Groans] Look, relationships are 
very, very hard. They just are. I mean, four 
times! I'm not proud to say it. One of them 
was for 10 minutes. I don't think it meant very 
much to either of us. What can I say about 
marriage? I don't know. It's all been a bit of a 
disaster in that area. I have very good artistic 
instincts, often right on the money. Love, not 
so successful. But you know, if someone says, 
"Here's a script. Now you're Beethoven," that I 
can do. 

PLAYBOY: That was hard work too. You actually 
played piano for those scenes, right? How did 
you manage that? 

OLDMAN: Well, I do play piano and they 
showed me playing only certain parts. But 
yes, I had to learn to play the cadenza to the 
"Emperor" Concerto, for instance. Just learning 
that took five hours a day for six weeks. That 
was the research for the movie, basically—me 
chained to a Steinway. Whether it's Beethoven 
or Lee Harvey Oswald or anyone else from real 
life, you can't become the character no matter 
what anyone says, but with work and research 
you can go for the spirit. 

PLAYBOY: Are you as exacting in other aspects 
of your life? Is everything color coded in your 
closets at home? 

OLDMAN: I have very neat closets, yes. 
PLAYBOY: Are you meticulous about your car? 
OLDMAN: Yeah. It's part of my curse. I have 
a Porsche Beck 550 Spyder -replica that I look 
after quite well. The original was made in 1955; 
mine's from 1976. And I have a collection of 
vintage posters. If I get something framed, 

I can take it back three times to get rid of a 
little fluff under the glass. I have one of those 
eyes that I can walk into a room, as I did with 
my contractor recently, and see the slightest 
irregularity in a bookcase. I told him, "Yeah, it's 
fantastic, but it's slightly off up there on the left 
side." He went, "No, it's not." But it was, by 
something like a sixteenth of an inch. He said, 
"Fucking hell, how can you see that?" 

PLAYBOY: What do you do to relax? 

OLDMAN: I couldn't relax if I tried. I always 
have to do something. That's why in my 
downtime I'm either learning an instrument 
or doing photography, [holds up hands] I have 
silver nitrate on my hands because I've been 
working with an old camera I just acquired off 
eBay—a Dallmeyer plate camera from 1865. I 
built a little darkroom in the basement, and it 
keeps me occupied. Keeps me off the streets. 
PLAYBOY: How are you with money? Do you 
micromanage your investments? 

OLDMAN: Not really, no. I don't have a 
portfolio. I probably have less money than most 
people think I do. 

PLAYBOY: So you're not seeing much of that 
$10 billion? 

OLDMAN: I mean, I do fine. I once parked my 
Porsche in George Clooney's garage while I 
was away. I said thank you and he said, "It's no 
inconvenience. It always makes me look good 
if I have two Porsches." You know, that's what 
they pay you for. But I'm not getting The Dark 
Knight or Harry Potter money, certainly. Daniel 
Radcliffe, now he's got fuck-you money. 
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PLAYBOY: What would you do with fuck you 
money? 

OLDMAN: Well, I sometimes joke that I would 
just slip away to Palm Springs or someplace and 
close the gates, find refuge behind the hedges. 
Right now, for instance, just financing a film, 
getting studios to part with their money and the 
sorts of things studios are doing, it's just a crazy, 
crazy time. I have a script IVe written called 
Flying Horse, It's about Eadweard Muybridge, 
the 19th century photographer who arguably 
invented cinema and had a very interesting life. 
It's been nearly two years trying to get money. I 
have my cast pretty much, but the funding isn't 
there. Partly it's the subject. If it had zombies 
and Leonardo DiCaprio in it, people would be 
falling over me. 

If you haven't seen Seduced and Abandoned, 
you should. It's a documentary with Alec 
Baldwin about raising money at the Cannes Film 
Festival. They try to finance a fictional movie 
that's a little like Last Tango in Paris. You see 
how insane these people are. One guy actually 
turns to Alec and says, "You were great in 
that submarine movie. Do you think you could 
have a scene in this one that takes place on a 
submarine?" I can understand why someone 
like Mel, for instance, would finance his own 
movies now, because it has all become so crazy. 
PLAYBOY: Mel Gibson? 

OLDMAN: Yeah. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think about what he's 
gone through these past few years? 

OLDMAN: [Fidgets in his seat] I just think 
political correctness is crap. That's what I think 
about it. I think it's like, take a fucking joke. 

Get over it. I heard about a science teacher who 
was teaching that God made the earth and 
God made everything and that if you believe 
anything else you're stupid. A Buddhist kid 
in the class got very upset about this, so the 
parents went in and are suing the school! The 
school is changing its curriculum! I thought. All 
right, go to the school and complain about it 
and then that's the end of it. But they're going 
to sue! No one can take a joke anymore, 

I don't know about MeL He got drunk and 
said a few things, but we've all said those 
things. We're all fucking hypocrites. That's what 
I think about it. The policeman who arrested 
him has never used the word nigger or that 
fucking Jew ? I'm being brutally honest here. 

It's the hypocrisy of it that drives me crazy. Or 
maybe I should strike that and say "the N word" 
and "the F word," though there are two F 
words now. 

PLAYBOY: The three-letter one? 

OLDMAN: Alec calling someone an -F-A-G 
in the street while he's pissed off coming out 
of his building because they won't leave him 
alone, I don't blame him. So they persecute. 

Mel Gibson is in a town that's run by Jews and 
he said the wrong thing because he's actually 
bitten the hand that I guess has fed him—and 
doesn't need to feed him anymore because 
he's got enough dough. He's like an outcast, 
a leper, you know? But some Jewish guy in 
his office somewhere hasn't turned and said, 
"That fucking kraut" or "Fuck those Germans," 
whatever it is? We all hide and try to be so 
politically correct. That's what gets me. It's just 
the sheer hypocrisy of everyone, that we all 
stand on this thing going, "Isn't that shocking?" 
[smiles wryly] All right. Shall I stop talking now? 
What else can we -discuss? 

PLAYBOY: What do you think of the pope? 
OLDMAN: Oh, fuck the pope! [laughs and puts 


head in hands ] So this interview has gone very 
badly. You have to edit and cut half of what I've 
said, because it's going to make me sound like 
a bigot. 

PLAYBOY: You're not a bigot? 

OLDMAN: No, but I'm defending all the wrong 
people. I'm saying Mel's all right, Alec's a good 
guy. So how do I come across? Angry? 
PLAYBOY: Passionate, certainly. Readers will 
have to form their own opinions. 

OLDMAN: It's dishonesty that frustrates me 
most. I can't bear double standards. It gets 
under my skin more than anything. 

PLAYBOY: Who speaks the truth in this culture, 
in your opinion? 

OLDMAN: There are a number of people. A 
voice I particularly like is Charles Kraut hammer. 

I think he's incredibly smart. I think he's fair, 
very savvy and politically insightful, so I enjoy 
watching him. There are artists as well, like 
David Bowie, where there's an autonomy. He 
recorded his most recent album and didn't even 
announce he was doing it. He was in a position 
where he thought, Listen, I haven't produced 
anything for 10 years. If this is no good, then I 
can just put it in a cupboard and no one need 
ever know. But he wrote the songs, picked the 
cover. I've always admired -David. I've known 
him about 30 years. We're friends. And David 
can constantly reinvent himself because he's so 
talented. He has a point of view. 

One of my sons wants to be a photographer. 

I said to him, "Why do you want to rob the 
bank when it's already been burgled?" There's 
no livelihood there. I know great photographers 
who are still going around with their portfolios. 
So I said to him, "Look, I don't know how you 
would earn a living, but if you're passionate and 
this is what you want to do, boy oh boy, you've 
got to have a point of view. Are you going to be 
a fashion photographer? Are you going to be 
a journalistic photographer?" It's great to just 
sit there and go, "I just want to take pictures, 
man," and fuck off to college for two years that 
I'll pay for. Wedding photographer? You need a 
singular purpose. Can I tell you what else I get 
frustrated about? 

PLAYBOY: Go for it. You're on a roll, 

OLDMAN: More and more, people in this 
culture are able to hide behind comedy and 
satire to say things we can't ordinarily say, 
because it's all too politically correct, 

PLAYBOY: Do you have something in mind? 
OLDMAN: Well, if I called Nancy Pelosi a cunt— 
and I'll go one better, a fucking useless cunt—I 
can't really say that. But Bill Maher and Jon 
Stewart can, and nobody's going to stop them 
from working because of it. Bill Maher could call 
someone a fag and get away with it. He said to 
Seth MacFarlane this year, "I thought you were 
going to do the Oscars again. Instead they got a 
lesbian." He can say something like that. Is that 
more or less offensive than Alec Baldwin saying 
to someone in the street, "You fag”? I don't 
get it. 

PLAYBOY: You see it as a double standard, 
OLDMAN: It's our culture now, absolutely. At 
the Oscars, if you didn't vote for 12 Years a 
Slave you were a racist. You have to be very 
careful about what you say, I do have particular 
views and opinions that most of this town 
doesn't share, but it's not like I'm a fascist or a 
racist. There's nothing like that in my history, 
PLAYBOY: How would you describe your 
politics? 

OLDMAN: I would say that I'm probably a 
libertarian if I had to put myself in any category. 
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But you don't come out and talk about these 
things, for obvious reasons. 

PLAYBOY: But there are a ton of conservatives 
in Hollywood, and libertarians too. Bill Maher 
has called himself a libertarian. 

OLDMAN: I think he would fail the test. 
Anyway, unlike Bill Maher, conservatives in 
Hollywood don't have a podium. 

PLAYBOY: Fine. Well give you one. What 
would America look like under President Hillary 
Clinton? 

OLDMAN: What can I say? I feel we need some 
real leadership, and it's nowhere in sight. Look 
at what's happening right now. John Kerry 
going off to China to talk about North Korea? 
What's that going to do? The ludicrousness of 
it. What a waste of money. You're going to go 
to the puppeteer and say, "Can you help me 
with the puppet?" As far as Hillary, I guess I 
feel like my character in The Contender, Shelly 
Runyon. He doesn't want Joan Allen to become 
president; he just believes she isn't the right 
person for the job. It's nothing to do with the 
fact that she's a woman, but he uses a bit of 
dirt on her to bring her down. 

PLAYBOY: By the way, what happened on The 
Contender ? The rumor is you objected to the 
movie's final cut because it had a liberal bias. 
What actually went down? 

OLDMAN: The stories got blown out of 
proportion. I just happened to mention that 
there was another cut of the film that I thought 
was superior. I can't even remember what it 
was because there were so many cuts and 
things that we watched. But I did watch a cut 
that was probably a minute and 20 seconds 
longer that had just a little shift from the final 
cut that made me go, "I think that's a better 
cut than this." I'm very proud of the film. We 
produced it. But it had the whiff of a scandal, 
which I'm told may have cost me an Oscar 
nomination for best supporting actor. It's all 
part of the journey, I guess, 

PLAYBOY: Would it mean something to you to 
win an Oscar? 

OLDMAN: I suppose, yeah. But who knows? 
Does it mean anything to win a Laurence 
Olivier Award or a Tony? I guess it's peers or 
people acknowledging you in some way. i know 
it certainly doesn't mean anything to win a 
Golden Globe, that's for sure. 

PLAYBOY: Why not? 

OLDMAN: it's a meaningless event. The 
Hollywood Foreign Press Association is kidding 
you that something's happening. They're 
fucking ridiculous. There's nothing going on at 
all. It's 90 nobodies having a wank. Everybody's 
getting drunk, and everybody's sucking up to 
everybody. Boycott the fucking thing. Just say 
we're not going to play this silly game with 
you anymore. The Oscars are different. But it's 
showbiz. It's all showbiz. That makes me sound 
like I've got sour grapes or something, doesn't 
it? 

PLAYBOY: Does it? 

OLDMAN: I don't know. I mean, I don't have 
an Oscar. 

PLAYBOY: Everyone likes to imagine Hollywood 
as this glorious monoculture of glittery celebrity, 
but it sounds as though you feel quite separate 
from all that. 

OLDMAN: I think so, a bit. It's sort of like a 
club. I'm respected, but it's still a little bit like 
something's happening over the garden wall. 

Do you know what I mean? It's like being 
invited through the curtain into first class. 


Occasionally I can see what they eat up there, 
but then it's back to my seat. 

What people don't realize is that you need to 
work at being a celebrity. I'm not talking about 
movies. I mean the other side of it. You have to 
campaign. It's a whole other part of your career, 
and I wish I could have navigated it a bit better, 

I may have an Oscar now, had I. 

PLAYBOY: Do you consider yourself successful? 
OLDMAN: Pm successful. I know that. And 
I think I've been successful because I'm 
probably very good at what I do I've been very 
disciplined. I've been very focused. I've been 
very lucky—that plays a huge part. Sometimes 
not getting a role ends up being the best thing. 
When a project turns out to be a disaster, you 
look at it and go, "Wow, I dodged a bullet 
there." Of course, it's worked against me when 
I've turned something down and someone had 
a huge success with it. But it's been a good run 

I love to work and I wish that could be 
enough. Now we're in this thing where 
everything has to be analyzed and dissected 
behind the scenes. I personally never want to 
know how the guy pulls the rabbit out of the 
hat. I don't need people prying. Maybe I'm 
shy, I don't know. You look at a movie like 
Hannibal and even with all that makeup, it was 
the most free I've ever been. I think it's because 
I was hidden. On the other side of that coin, 
the most stressful role, the most painful to do, 
was Smiley in Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy There's 
no mask. It's very exposed. You have to play 
boring in an interesting way. Not that Smiley is 
a boring character, but he's plain. Everything is 
dialed way down. You look at something like 
The Professional or True Romance or even State 
of Grace, and there's a kinetic sort of ferocity 
and a fire to those characters, where the 
volume is up. I understand why Alec Guinness 
had a kind of nervous breakdown leading up 
to the shooting of the original Tinker Tailors nd 
wanted out. I had a breakdown too, briefly, 
PLAYBOY: You did? What happened? 
OLDMAN; At first I passed on the movie, but 
then I couldn't stop thinking about it. Once I 
signed on, I thought, Fuck mel I can't do this. 

I can't pull this off. Everybody's going to see 
what a fake I am. This is the moment I get 
found out. Who does he think he is? He thinks 
he's Alec Guinness. 

Now, normally I agonize after a movie, not 
before. I'll walk down a street and suddenly 
I'm thinking of a scene I did two years ago. I'll 
go, "That's how I should have done that line." 

Maybe with Smiley I felt that people would 
see all the things 1 can see about myself that I 
don't like. And if I don't like them, then they 
won't like them. All the things I critique were 
out there. I remember Peter Sellers saying that 
the time he was happiest in life was in the very 
moment of actually playing the characters. 
Everything else was just a bit of noise—the 
thought of doing it, the preparation, the 
building up, the going away, the packing the 
bags, the getting on the plane, the staying at 
the hotel. All of that, as glamorous as it sounds, 
after you've been doing it on the road for 30 
years, you just want to get on the set and go. 
It's like that for me too. Everything is okay 
when I'm in that moment. As soon as I put the 
clothes on and walked on the set as Smiley, I 
was as relaxed as I've ever been, 
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PLAYMATE UPDATE 



WUNDERBAR! OKTOBERFEST! 


Prost! Got any plans for this year's Oktoberfest yet? We've got a suggestion for you. Celebrate a genuine Oktoberfest 
this October 17 and 18 at Sofitel Philippine Plaza Manila. This month, Sofitel Philippine Plaza gives us a taste of 
Oktoberfest during an intimate media event. Needless to say, we had a great time, what with the free-flowing beer 
and great German food. Playmate Paris even dominated a drink-off against other ladies of the press. From what we've 
seen, nothing celebrates great beer, fantastic Bavarian cuisine, and great company quite like an authentic Oktoberfest. 


PLAYMATES’NIGHT OUT AT JILL’S 

Last August, Playmates Billy, Gypsy and Paris crashed Jill's at the Fort for their Playmates' Night. 
Partying hard with a gorgeous entourage of Playmates, Asian Beauties, and Becoming Attraction 
models, these headturners are undoubtedly a welcome sight in whatever bar or gastropub they end 
up in. Where will they head out next? Want to bump into them on their next night out? We'll keep 
you gents posted at our Facebook and Twitter pages. 
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"THE HUMAM ZOO" 
BY "NAKED APE" 
AUTHOR DESMOND 
MORRIS • A NEW 
NOVELETTE BY JOHN 
UPDIKE • PIGSKIN 
PREVIEW • CAMPUS 
FASHIONS • GIRLS 
OF AUSTRALIA 




SEX ON CAMPUS • 

A PLAYBOY PANEL 
ON STUDENT REVOLT 
WITH HAYAKAWA. 
HAYDEN OF SDS AND 
OTHERS • ANDY 
WARHOL • KEN W. 
PURDY • SENATOR 
GAYLORD NELSON 


As a historic and world-renowned brand, PLAYBOY has made significant contributions to iconic magazine design and brilliant content which has become the 
standard for men’s magazines all over the world. PLAYBOY Recall looks back at special moments in the history of the magazine through iconic and game¬ 
changing PLAYBOY issues. 

On the cover of PLAYBOY’S August 1968 issue is Aino Korva. If you ask us, it’s been 46 years and we still haven’t spotted the bunny head, thanks to the lovely 
distraction. Iconic and tasteful, this image has been retrofitted in various media ever since. Inside, Gale Olson is equal parts adorable and sensual in her 
playful pictorial. Also inside the issue is Stephen Dixon’s The Young Man Who Read Brilliant Books, a story of a young man slowly getting consumed by the 

criminal schemes of a deplorable couple. 
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